


Application made for Second-Class Entry at N. Y. Post Office. 


Issued Weekly—By Subscription $2.50 per year. 


No. 89. NEW YORK, JULY 1, 1904. Price 5 Cents. 





) 
) 


TAN 
Uk 


a a A) 
i 
YY 


“ge a | 7/7) 
: y Wy, Up . . Ya R A RY) c, ; Uy yy 


i, 7? : 
HY a 
UY yy 


Vit, 8 


Beery PoC eae 


A> = 


Young Wild West sprang from his horse and tore the mask from the face of the leader of the 
villainous trio. ‘It is Dick Doolittle, the gambler!” he exclaimed. ‘Just as I 


999 


thought, boys. Dismount and tie them up! 
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Young Wild West's Cowboy Band — 
The Tune They hii in Deadwood. | 





BY AN OLD SCOUT. 
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CHAPTER I. Sam Spud, the leader of the cowboys, gave orders to his 
men to pitch the camp, and they promptly set out to do it.’ 
YOUNG WILD WEST AND HIS PARTNERS ON TIME. The cattle, tired from their long jaunt over the rough 
‘country, were glad to halt and nibble at the luxuriant 
“Boys, I reckon here’s about ther place that Young Wild | grass. 
West an’ his pards was to meet us.” | 
“That’s right, Sam. Here’s where ther trail forks. Ther | 
one to ther right goes to Weston an’ ther one to ther left 
will take us to Deadwood.” 


-. \. ~~ 
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Knowing that they would not stray, the entire party dis- 
mounted and turned their horses loose. 

Then they set about to get their supper ready. 

The supply wagon that had been drawn from the ranch 
by four mules was well stocked with provisions, and the 
hardy cowboys were not long in getting a meal ready. 


“Well, it ain’t likely that we'd go any further to-day, 
anyhow. ‘Ther sun is putty close to sinkin’, an’ if Wild 
was here he’d tell us to go in camp, [ll bet. There’s good] _ ,, ’ . - 

a | ’ 5 They were just going to sit down to it when four horse- 
grazin’ fur ther cattle here, so I say that we go into camp.” i RW aks fn 
ey 4 , se iO AN he _, {men were seen coming up the Weston trail. 

Vell, Sam, if you say it, we'll do it. You’re our boss | 
till we git ther drove of cattle into Deadwood. After that 
every man will be his own boss.” 


“Here comes Young Wild West, I reckon!” cried one | 
of the men. é 


“I reckon not,” retorted Sam Spud, as he took a good 





“As long as he behaves himself he will. Young Wild Ratna ay Wild West an’ hi 1. pede r 
, ; 3 |look at them. “Young Wild West an’ his pards 
West will be there with us, you know, an’ he ain’t ther|”, i haan : 7 a a a S a ain't no : 
ss - sich hangdog-lookin’ chaps as them. “ SW ; 
one as will see his men goin’ wrong without callin’ ’em oe SHEDS a8 USE aes nat I call 
to a halt.” bad men, if I know anything about it.” 
) ait. 


It was near the close of a warm summer day that the The approaching horsemen were certainly nob very pias | 
possessing in appearance. ) 


above conversation took place. ( 
The scene was on the high grazing lands of easten| They were rough, dirty-looking fellows, and were armed | 
Wyoming, right on the border of the famous Black Hills,| to the teeth. 4 
and the time was a few years ago when things were in a} There was an air of extreme recklessness about them, 
very unsettled condition in that region. too, and when they drew rein at the camp of the cowboys 
A band of cowboys, numbering a score, were taking a| they looked around in such a domineering way that the 4 
herd of several hundred cattle from Roaring Ranch to| men could not fail to notice it. 
Deadwood, and Young Wild West, the owner of the ranch} ‘What are you fellers doin’ here?” one of them, who was i 
and cattle, had promised to meet them at the forks and go} evidently the leader, asked, as he spat a mouthful of to- 
to Deadwood with them. | bacco juice dangerously close to Sam Spud’s feet. 
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_ “You oughter be able to see, stranger,” was the quick} Sam Spud looked around and saw three horsemen dash- 
Teply. “You ain’t troubled with blindness, are you?” | ing toward them. | 














——-—— 











a “Oh, I guess I kin see about as far as ther next man,”| He recognized them at a ets glance. | 
ae said the fellow. “Say, what have you got fur supper?” They were Young Wild West, the dashing young Prince 
ag “Bacon, corn bread, roast potatoes an’ coffee.” of the Saddle, and his two partners, Cheyenne Charlie and 
e “Good! That’s jest ther kind of grub I like. I reckon| Jim Dart. 

. _ Mme an’ my pards will stay to supper.” Young Wild West was mounted on a clumsy-looking 
os “An’ I reckon that you’d better ask if you kin first.” gray, and he was doing his best to urge the animal for- 
Sam Spud was anything if not spunky, and he was not! ward at a hfgher speed. 


going to allow the four rough-looking fellows ride over 


“Whoopee! Whoopee!” yelled Cheyenne Charlie, who 
him any sort of fashion. 


was a tall man with flowing black hair and a heavy mus- 
tache of the same hue. ‘“We’re comin’, boys! Wait till 
you see ther measly coyotes bite ther dust!” 

Crack! 

His rifle spoke at that moment and one of the four bad 
men threw up his hands and fell from the back of his 
horse. 

Crack! 

It was Jim Dart, a handsome young fellow, who had 
not yet reached his majority, who fired the second shot, 
and another of the ruffians bit the dust. 

Young Wild West held his rjfle to his shoulder, but. he 
did not fire. 

Evidently he wanted to take [ke Boots alive. , 

They figured that the fellow who had introduced him-} “Whoa, Spitfire!” he cried out suddenly, in a ringing 
self as Ike Boots was possessed of a large amount of nerve. | voice. 

But they were not afraid of him. | _ The effect was really astonishing. 


“Now, then, you lopin’ grasshoppers! I want somethin’| ‘The sorrel came to an abrupt stop and the horse thief 
to eat, an’ I want it quick. Chuck out some of ther best | ent flying over his head like a catapult. 


“Me ask? Why, I guess you don’t know who I am!” 
“No, an’ I don’t want to know.” 

“You don’t, hey? Well, Pll tell you, anyhow. Pm 
Ike Boots, of Deadwood, an’ when I git my dander up I 
make lead fly. Dve jest come over from Weston, where I 
,licked ther boss of ther town. I ain’t in ther best of hu- 
mor, either, but I reckon some of ther pickin’s of what 
you've got there to eat will set me right. Git off your 

_-nags, boys!” 
He dismounted and his three companions instantly fol- 
lowed suit. 
There was not a man in the cowboy band who did not 
scent trouble. 
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of that grub you’ve got there. Hurry, now!” Then the other raseal brought his steed to a halt and 
He pulled out a six-shooter to emphasize his words. held up his hands. 
Sam Spudd stepped around to get out of range of the | Young Wild West and his partners quickly reached the 
_ weapon, and as he did he went right against the horse the | scene and dismounted. 
: bad man had been riding. Ike Boots was lying where he had landed. 
e Then the leader of the cowboy band gave a start of sur-| The fall had temporarily duavned jitea. 
E prise. He was just recovering when Young Wild West, his 
“Hanged if this ain’t Young Wild West’s horse, boys!” | dark eyes flashing and his wealth of chestnut hair flying 
he cried. in the breeze, sprang upon him. 
A hoarse murmur went up from the men and instantly| “You sneaking cur!” exclaimed the boy. “You were 
Ye revolvers were very much in evidence. not satisfied to leave the town in the proper way, after 
E. -“Flold up your hands, you infernal horse thief!’’ shouted you were given a chance, were you? No! You had to 
a one of the cowboys. exchange horses with me, didn’t you? Make him a pris- 
a Instead of obeying, Ike Boots made a leap for the hand-|oner, boys! Such fellows as he is should not be allowed to 
i some sorrel he had been mounted on and was on his back} run at large.” 
Bs in a jiffy. “T reckon a rope necktie is ther thing for him,” spoke 
x ‘ “Clear ther track!” he yelled, and then he fired a couple! up Cheyenne Charlie, as he knocked the revolver from the 
4 of shots at those who barred his way. man’s hand as he pulled it from his belt. “He'll git his 


“Don’t hit ther horse!” shouted Sam Spud. “It’s Young| medicine, all right!’’ 
Wild West’s sorrel stallion. Don’t hit ther horse, whatever} In less than three minutes both-Ike Boots and the other 
you do!” | survivor of the rascally quartette were securely bound. 
Crack, crack, crack! By this time the whole band of cowboys had reached the 
The three companions of the accused bad men mounted | scene. | 


ina hurry and began firing wildly. “Hooray fur Young Wild West!” cried ‘Sam Spud. 


B None of the shots took effect, fortunately for the cow-| “He’s ther Prince of ther Saddle an’ ther Champion Dead- 
i boys, and away went the four bad men. shot of ther West, boys; an’ he’s only a boy, fur all that. 
ae Just as they cleared the limits of the camp a shout went Now, then—Hoora-a-ay!” 

By _ up from the Weston trail. The cheer that went up awoke the echoes. 
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Young Wild West took off his broad-brimmed pearl-| ‘There ain’t much need of givin’ them two fellers any- 


colored felt hat and bowed smiling at the men. 

“That will do, boys,” he said, quietly. “I am very glad 
to meet you. We would have been here before if Ike Boots 
and his men had not made some trouble in Weston and 
detained us. I guess he had no idea that we were heading 


-this way when he started the rumpus in front of the post- 


office. If he had he would not have taken this trail when 
he rode away on my horse. Just bring the rascals to the 


camp with you and we will see what is to be done with 
them.” 


Young Wild West took the sorrel by the bridle and fol- 
lowed the men to camp. 

In his neat-fitting suit of buckskin, trimmed with red 
silk fringe, the boy made a handsome and dashing picture. 

He was a perfect type of a true young Westerner and 
his reputation as a terror to evil-doers extended throughout 
the entire West. 


With Jim Dart, his chum, and Cheyenne Charlie, the 
scout, he had been through many perils and exciting ad- 
ventures, and he was so used to the mountains and plains 
that staying around the rich gold mines he owned was irk- 
some. 

Having received word from his ranch that a herd of cat- 
tle was to be delivered at Deadwood, he had arranged to 
meet the cowboys and go with them, just for the trip. 

When the two prisoners had been tied to the wheels of 
the supply wagon our hero turned to the men and said: 


thing to eat,” spoke up one of the men. 
very long to live.” 3 
“Not unless they change their ways.” 
“Why, ain’t you goin’ to hang ’em?” 
“Well, I hardly think we’ll do that.” 
The majority of the cowboy band looked surprised. 
But there were those among them who knew that Young 
Wild West never took part in a lynching. 
If it was extremely necessary that a man should be} 


“They ain’t got 


hanged he usually went away and let those who were most 


anxious to do it. 

In this case he did not think it necessary to hang anyone. 

Weston and Deadwood were both close enough by, and 
the prisoners could be taken there, if needs be, and locked 
up. 

But the dashing boy meant to let the two villains go and 
give them another chance to do better. 


4 


CHAPTER II. 


THE BAND PLAYS THEIR FIRST TUNE IN DEADWOOD. 


Young Wild West walked up to the two prisoners. 
“You fellows tried to run things your own way over in 
Weston this afternoon, and you were lucky you did not get 


[shot. You promised to ride out of town and behave your- 


“I’m a little hungry, boys. I see you have supper ready, | selves in the future, and I let you go. Then you stole my 


so what do you say if we have something to eat?” 


“That’s what’s ther matter!” retorted Sam Spud. “Ike) pesult, don’t you? 
Boots reckoned as how he was goin’ to help himself to our| there are only two. 


grub, but he made a mistake. I found out that he had 
your horse jest then, an’ that’s how ther trouble begun fur 
fair. You come along jest in time, fur they’d have got a 


- good start afore we could have mounted.” 


“We always try to be on time,” spoke up Jim Dart. “So 
the rascals stopped here to get something to eat, then? 
Well, they must have had an idea that Wild would not 
pursue them. I guess anyone who takes his horse won’t 
get very far with it.” 


“You can’t call it stealin’,” said Boots, looking at them 


appealingly. “I done it jest fur fun. It was only a trade, 
anyhow. ‘That’s all you kin make out of it.” 

“We won’t argue the question just now,” Young Wild 
West said to him. “JI am hungry, and I am going to have 
something to eat.” 

Soon all hands were enjoying the supper that the cowboy 
who acted as cook had prepared. | 

They were all hearty men, so there had to be plenty 
cooked to satisfy them. 

But the cook had made no mistake. 

He had supplied enough for all hands, and when they 
had finished there was some over. 


horse and came here and tried to run things. You see the 
There were four of you then, and now 

Now the question is, which do you 
want to do—behave yourselves or be lynched?” 

“We'll behave ourselves if you'll only give us another 
chance!” cried the man who had surrendered of his own 
free will. 

“Yes, I reckon we’d rather do better than to die,” added 
Ike Boots. | | 

“There is some force-put about this, ain’t there?” spoke 
up Cheyenne Charlie. ‘“You’re willin’ to make any kind 
of promise, but you don’t mean to keep it after you make 
a”? 

“Yes, we do.” 

“You promise, then, that you’ll mind your own busi- 
ness and be honest hereafter?” asked our hero. 

“Yes!” came from the pair of them. 

His companion seemed to be earnest, but Boots was 
plainly not in earnest. 

He was simply promising anything to gave his life. 

He was not able to even affect that he meant it. 

Wild did not want to have him hanged, so he ordered 
the men to cut him loose. | 

Half a dozen of the cowboys had just finished scooping 
out a shallow grave to hold the remains of the other two 


“Give the prisoners a bite, boys, and then go and bury| villains, and when they were free, Wild told them to go 
the two who went under,” said Wild, in his cool nad easy |and take what money and valuables there were upon the 


way. 


bodies. 
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“Tt belongs to you by rights, I tppoe”? he remarked. | 
“You may as well have what they left behind them.” 
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Wild knew they would have to take an early start in 
order to reach Deadwood before dark that night, so he 


The rascals soon possessed themselves of the few dollars) urged the men to hurry up with the breakfast. 


they found and then stood waiting. 

“Take your own horse, Boots—don’t make a mistake and 
take mine again—and move!” exclaimed Young Wild 
West. 

The man was only too glad to do so. 

Some of the men looked on as though they thought Wild 
was altogether too lenient with the horse thief, but they 
said nothing. 

They knew the young ranch owner well enough to fully 
realize that he did things to suit himself, and not them. 

Boots and his companion got on their horses—the gray 
Wild had come to the camp with being the mount of the 
former—and rode away at a smart gallop. 

The sun had sunk below the irregular mountain line in 
the west by this time, and when the bodies of the two vil- 
lains had been deposited in their last resting-place Young 
Wild West and his two partners took a look at the cattle 
and then took their seats in the light of the campfire and 
proceeded to make themselves at home. 

They were used to camping out and preferred it to living 
in a comfortable house at times. 

The cowboys from Roaring Ranch were a fine-looking 
lot of men, and our hero was much pleased with them when 
he looked them over. 


There-were three or four musical geniuses among them, 
and they had brought their instruments along. 

A Mexican named Tony had a guitar and three Ameri- 
cans, Bob, Willis and Larks, respectively, had a banjo, 
cornet and concertina. 


Neither our hero nor his two partners had ever heard 
them play, and when Willis, who was the leader of the 
band, as they called it, asked if they would like to, they 
promptly answered in the affirmative. 

The instruments were promptly brought from the wagon 
and after a little tuning up the four started in. 

The music was far better than one might have expected 
to hear, and Young Wild West was much pleased. 

“JT did not know I had a cowboy band,” he said, with a 
laugh, when they had rendered three or four pieces. 

“Ther whole lot of *em is what might be called a cow- 
boy band,” observed Cheyenne Charlie, with a grin. “But 


,them four is a regular band—a band what makes music.” 


“Well, Young Wild West’s Cowboy Band ain’t so bad, 
is it?” spoke up Sam Spud. “I’m glad.’'m a member of it, 
even if I don’t play any music.” 

“Ther best tune I kin play is with my shooters when I 
git in a tight place,” said the scout. “When a pair of six- 


shooters gits poppin’ away they make real music, an’ don’t 


you forgit it!” 

The Cowboy Band enjoyed themselves immensely until 
it was time to turn in, and then all but the watchers went 
to sleep. 

Nothing disturbed them or the cattle during the night, 


and the next morning they were up at daylight. 





They got a hustle on them, and in less than an hour they 
had the herd in motion. 


Tony, the Mexican, drove the mules that were hitched 
to the wagon and followed along in the wake of the cattle. 

Young Wild West took part in the herding, and he 
worked at it like a veteran. 

When noon came they had covered considerably over 
half the distance, and then our friends knew they would 
get to Deadwood in good season. 


Wild wanted to land the cattle in the stockyards of the 
buyer before dark if he could. 


If this could not be done it would be hard work for the 
men in the night-time. | 

He encouraged them all he could, and found that they 
were doing their level best. 

The cattle went along all right, not the least bit of a 
stampede occurring. 

About four in the afternoon they came in sight of what 
was then called the “Worst Town in the West.” 

It is not likely that Deadwood deserved such a title, but 
someone had given it the nickname, and there were plenty 
who felt proud of it. 


Young Wild West and his partners now left the cowboys 
and rode on ahead to make the man who was to take the 
cattle be ready to receive them. 

In a few minutes they reached his stockyard and found. 
him in the little office near it. | 

It so happened that he was expecting the cattle, so 
nothing was in the way for them to come right ahead. 

The cattleman’s name was Dave Libby, and he was ong 
of the original settlers of Deadwood. 


He had roughed it throughout the Wild West and had 
been cowboy, miner, gambler and an all-around bad man. 
Now he was a stockman and making lots of money in 
beef and hides. | 
Wild was not very well actjuainted with him, having only 
seen him once before, but he soon found that Dave Libby 


could be counted on as being honest, no matter what his — ~ 


failings were. 
“T’m glad to meet you, Young Wild West,” the stock- 


man said, as he clasped our hero’s hand and gave it an 
extra tight squeeze. 


“And I am glad to meet you, Mir. Libby,” retorted Wild, 
slipping the grip and then going him one better. 

The stockman winced. } 

“You’ve got somewhat of a grip, I reckon,” he observed, 
with a good-natured grin. 

“Well, yes. I can squeeze a man’s hand pretty hard if I 
try to.” 

“Did you try jest then?” 

“Not much.” | 

“Well, don’t try, then. I reckon you kin outdo me, an’ 
”m called a regular terror at shakin’ hands.” 
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“A good grip is a nice thing to have sometimes,” said 


our hero, with a laugh. 


“T reckon it is, in more ways than one, Young Wild 
Say! You’ve jest got into town, I reckon.” 


ee. 

“Then you ain’t heard ther news?” 

“No. You are the first person we have spoken to.” 

“There’s ther dickens to pay here in Deadwood.” 

“What’s the trouble?” queried Wild, getting interested. 

“Well, ther whole town is under what they call mob 
rule.”’ 

“Ts that so?” 

“Yes, there’s about a hundred bad men, who took a 
notion this mornin’ to run things their own way. They’ve 


cleaned out ther express bank an’ have took charge of ther 


biggest gin-mill in ther place. Six men have been shot 


dead an’ over twenty wounded. Ther sheriff has sent fur 


ther militia.” 

“T reckon we’ve jest. arrived in a good time, Wild,” 
spoke up Cheyenne Charlie. 

“A bad time, I should think, unless you like to have hot 
lead a-flyin’ around your ears,” said Libby. 

“Well, Charlie rather likes that kind of work,” ob- 
served Jim Dart. 

“T guess we will stay in Deadwood Just as long as we 
want to, mob rule or no mob rule,” said Wild, coolly. 

The stockman looked at him keenly for a moment and 


then an admiring glance shot from his eyes. 


~ “By jove!” he cried. “I’ve hearn tell that you are 
a regular scorcher when you starts in to do a thing. Vl 
bet that with you to lead us we kin put down this bad gang 


afore the sojers gits here.” 


me and my cowboy band at your service 


“Well, if you want any help, Mr. Libby, you will find 
e.?? 

“Cowboy band, hey? What do they play—music?” 

“Yes, both kinds of music—the real kind and the crack- 
ing v shooters and the whistling of bullets, if it is neces- 
sary.” es 

“Good!” Uy Libby. “I was jest thinkin’ when 
you come along that ther gang might take a notion to 
come down here an’ make some trouble fur me. I’m a 
deputy sheriff, you know, an’ they ain’t got much use fur 
anyone who’s tryin’ to run things accordin’ to law. I 
honestly think that Deadwood is in ther worst state 1t ever 
was jest now. If they do come down here to my stockyard 
I reckon Vll git Young Wild West’s Cowboy Band to play 


7em a tune.” 


“And we’ll be only too glad to do it,” retorted our hero, 
while Charlie and Jim nodded. 


A few minutes later the advance of the herd of cattle 
came up. 


The stockman had his men ready and they got them 


_ going into the yard all right. 






Just as the biggest part of the cattle were in the yard} 
a series of shouts came to their ears from the main street 


be “of the town. | 
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Dave Libby looked a trifle uneasy and ran to the office 


and got his rifle. 


“Ther mob is comin’ this way, as sure as guns!” he ex- 
claimed. (ts 

“Hurry up, boys!” cried Young Wild West. 
cattle in the stockyard.” 

The cowboys knew that something was wrong and they 
put themselves at their best. 

They had just managed to get them all in when a volley 
of revolver-shots rang out and a big crowd of men, mounted 
and on foot, came in sight. ! 

It was the mob, sure enough! 

Wild no sooner realized this than he called the four 
musicians to him. 

“Get your instruments and start in to playing right in 
front of the office here,” he said. 

The players looked a bit surprised, but they hastened 
to do as he said. ' 

As the mounted men in the crowd rode up, yelling and 
firing their shooters, the band struck up. 

It was a lively air that they played, and it was several — 
seconds before the mob knew what was going on. 

Then they ceased their yelling and shooting and gath- 
ered closer to listen. 

But music had no charms for them just then. 

A swarthy-faced man with a mustache suddenly urged 
his horse close to the office and commanded the music to 
cease. 

As the four players were just at the finish of a tune, 
they did so. 

“Tt’s Dick Doolittle, the gambler,” whispered Dave 
Libby to Wild. “They say that he is the leader of the 
hard crowd.” | 2 

“Ah!” was the reply. “So he is the leader, is he? Well, 
he had better let us alone.” 

“What do you call this?” shouted the man, pointing to 
the musicians and looking straight at our friends. 

“Young Wild West’s Cowboy Band!” answered Chey- 
enne Charlie, quickly. ‘There’s twenty-three what be- 
longs to it. Want us to play another tune?” 

The fellow uttered a sneering laugh. 

“T reckon we kin play all ther tunes that Deadwood. 
wants,” he retorted. “You fellers just make yourself 
scarce. We've come down here to git a few cattle to hold a 
barbecue with. Boys, git out your lariats an’ go in ther 
yard an’ lasso what you want of ’em.” 

“Hold on!” exclaimed Young Wild West, stepping for- 
ward. “I guess you had better leave those cattle alone.” 

“What!” roared Dick Doolittle. “You dare to go ag’in 
me, young feller?” 

“Oh, yes! Just hold up your hands, now, or Ill put a 
hole through the center of your forehead!” 


“Get the 





CHAPTER III. 
HOW THE MOB WAS SUBDUED. 


ff ever there was a man astonished it was Dick Doolittle. 
How it happened he did not know, but there stood 
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head. 
_ He had not expected it—in fact, he had not dreamed of 

any such a thing happening. 

- He was the recognized leader of the mob that had ter- 
___ rorized the town since the night before, and up to this 
time no one had dared to even’ talk back to him. 

_-~—--« “#fold up your hands, or you’re a dead man!” 

s | Young Wild West repeated the command in a voice that 
3 was full of meaning. 

aa A hush came over the crowd as the gambler slowly lifted 
' his hands. 

os When he got them as high as he could a hoarse murmur 
went up. - 

a The cowboy band was ranged in a line before the office 
and every man had a revolver in his hand. 

It was the first opposition the bad men had run against 
since they carried all before them on the first break they 
fe made. ; 
Fi “Quit ther game, boys, an’ leave my cattle alone!” 

called out. Dave Libby, in a persuasive tone of voice. 

a “There’s no use in havin’ a whole lot-of trouble.” 
B. The majority of the men could hear him, but instead of 
___ subduing their passions it made them worse. 

“TLiet’s burn Libby out!” shouted one. 

A hoarse yell of approval went up. 

Wild saw that something had to be done to quell. them. 

“Stay right where you are!” he cried. “Tf you don’t I 
- will shoot your leader!” 


3 - They paused for a moment, but that was not sufficient. 
_. Then our hero, seeing this, made a leap forward, and, 
eatching Dick Doolittle by the arm, pulled him from his 
horse. “TInto*the office with him!” he said. ‘Quick, boys!” 
a Before the rascally gambler was hardly aware of what 
= was going on he was pulled into the little building. 

“lhe band will now play again—the same tune, boys!” 

As our hero said this the music struck up once more. 

The crowd remained strangely silent. 

Their leader had been whisked from them so suddenly 

that the men were at a loss what to do. 

“Turn back and go about your business, and we'll let 

your leader go!” Wild shouted. “If you don’t you will 
never see him alive again!” | 

The crowd hesitated. 

Cheyenne Charlie was in the office with Dick Doolittle, 
and when he heard what Wild said he turned to the villain 
 ,~ and exclaimed: 

“Come here to ther door an’ tell that gang to make 

themselves scarce, or off goes ther top of your head!” 

As Jim Dart had the villain covered he really felt that 

such a thing was liable to happen, anyway. 

“Pil do it,” he said. “Ther men didn’t intend to take 
any of Libby’s cattle, anyhow. They jest come down here 
to wake things ae a little.” 












‘him covered with his shooter. 
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YOUNG ‘WILD WEST’S COWROY BAND. . 


Young Wild West with a revolver leveled straight at his 


hear. 


“Come on an’ do it afore trouble begins!” cried Charlie. vast. is a leader. 


_ Dart walked to the door with the prisoner, still keeping | West. Jest wait; I'll send a couple of men around town as i 
_ ‘far as they dare to go an’ notify some of ther boysto come _ he 
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Charlie opened the door. 

“Now give it to °em good an’ strong!” he said to the 
leader. 

Dick Doolittle held up his hand. | 

Wild stopped the music and then there was a silence. — 

“Boys,” said the captured man, “if you don’t want me 
to go under, go on back ‘to your headquarters. Vil be 
right after you if I do. But as sure as you go to makin’ 
a fight here I'll have my skull filled full of lead. Now, 
jest go on back, an’ we’ll settle things some other time.” 

Young Wild West hardly expected the men would take 
much notice of this, but they must have thought consid- 
erable of their leader, for they turned and walked and rode 
away in groups. 

Sam Spud, who had mounted his horse, rode along after 
them when the last had turned the corner, and, seeing that 
they were heading right on down the main street, he came 
back. | 


“'They’re gone!” he said. “You can’t tell how soon 
a o 


they'll be back, though.” 


“They won’t come back here unless I tell ’em to,” spoke 


up Dick Doolittle from the door. 


“Well, when you tell them to come back just make up 
your mind that you are going to go under the minute I 
set eyes on you,” retorted Wild, coolly. “You will take my 
advice and disperse the band you have got together, for if 
you don’t they will surely get the worst of it. Mob rule 
can’t last long, you know.” 

The gambler shrugged his shoulders, but did not deign © 
to say anything. . | | 

‘se ean go on,” Wild said. 
you.” 

A cowboy quickly led the steed up to the door. 

“Thank you, Young Wild West!” exclaimed Dick Doo- 
little, as he mounted his horse. “You had me in your 


“Bring his horse, one of 
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|power, and could have put an end to me if you had so 


desired. But you did not do it. I may be able to return 
the compliment some time. So long, till we meet again!” 

“Be careful how you act when we do!” Wild answered 
as the villain rode away. 


“Well, if that don’t beat all!’ ejaculated Dave Libby 
when the leader of the mob disappeared. “How did you 
do that, Young Wild West?” 

“Well, I can’t tell you any more than you saw how I did 
it. But they will come back, if it is not until to-night 
some time. You must get ready for them, Mr. Libby. 
This mob law in Deadwood must be put down. There are 
plenty of good fighting men who do not sympathize with 
the rioters—there must be. I will help you out and my 
cowboy band will play a tune in Deadwood that some of 
these people will never forget.” 

“Good enough! Putty work! That’s what I like to 
We’ve got plenty of good men here, an’ all they 
I reckon you’re that leader, Young Wild 
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_ when it comes to a real fight. 
_ about the streets and yell and shoot their revolvers, but 
_ that isn’t fighting; that’s only bluff.” 


fur ther cattle. 


“That may be a good while.” | 
“You think ther gang kin be busted up afore ther sojers 
git here, then?” 
“Oh, yes! If they have no more sand in them than they 


showed a little while ago, I don’t believe it will be very 


long before they will be glad to quit the game they are 
playing. Dick Doolittle is the only one they have to lead 
them, it seems, and without a leader they can do nothing 
Of course, they can ride 


“T reckon you know jest what you’re talkin’ about. 


- Well, as soon as I git ther couple of men out to hunt up 


some of ther men who will stick to us I want to pay you 
It might be that ther mob gang cleans 
me out, an’ then I won’t have a chance to pay you.” 

“All right,” laughed Wild. “T’ll take the money and 


run the chances of keeping it until this affair blows over. 
I won’t leave Deadwood till it does blow over, either.” 


“An’ yowll keep your oe band right here, a I 
reckon?” 


“Oh, yes! The mob may want to hear that tune again 


_ before they quit, you know.” 


YyouNnG WILD WEST'S BOW Oe BAND. 
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“I reckon you three are equal to twenty-five of them 


hee when it comes to a shootin’ match!” exclaimed Sam | 


Spud. 
that.” 7 

“Well, then, we will make our headquarters right here 
at the stockyard for the present. It is beginning to get 


“YT knows what I’m talkin’ about when I says 


dark, so you’d better get a hustle on you and fix up the 


camp.” 


“Take that shed there fur your quarters,” ile up Dave 
Libby. “Tl have my men clean it out fur you in a jiffy.” 

“We'll git it cleaned out!” exclaimed Sam Spud. “I 
reckon that will be a good place to camp under, fur I 
think we’re goin’ to have some rain afore to-morrer morn- 
as 

The cowboys went to work, and in a short time they had 
fitted up quite comfortable quarters under the big shed 
that the stockman used to stow his wagons. 3 

Some of the latter were pulled out to make room, and 
these were drawn up so they could be used as a sort of 


breastworks in case of an attack from the mob of bad 


men. 3 
The cowboys made their fires out in front of the shed 


and then proceeded to cook their supper. 


Wild and his partners were invited to eat with the stoge 
man, but they declined, saying that what was good enough 
for the cowboy band would do very well for them. 


After supper was over Willis, the cornet player of the © 


band, came up to our hero in an embarrassed manner. 


“What’s the trouble?” queried Wild, looking at him 


They now went into the office and the stockman sent two ; rather curiously. 


of his men, as he said he would. 

Then he counted out the money he owed Wild for the 
eattle and got his receipt for it. 

Our hero called his men up one at a time and gave them 
five dollars apiece. 

“This is a little present,” he said. “You did well to 
get the cattle over in such good shape and so quickly. 


- You’ll want. a little spending money while you’re in Dead- 
_ wood, so this will help you out some,” 


When every man had received his five dollars Sam Spud 


took off his hat and proposed three cheers for the dashing 


young ranch owner. 

The men fairly yelled themselves hoarse. 

“Now, hooray for Young Wild West’s Cowboy Band!” 
cried Chayanne Charlie. ~ 

Then there was some more yelling, which the mob surely 
must have heard in the distance. 

“Boys,” said Wild, addressing the cowboy band. “I 
want to give you a piece of advice. The mob seems to have 
control of the town, and they would be only too glad to 


“Well, Mr. West, ther fact is that I was ’spectin’ to be 


able to call on my sweetheart, which lives here in Dead- | 


wood. I wrote her a letter a week ago an’ told her I was’ 
comin’ over. I’ve been sorter worryin’ about her, ’cause I 
like ther gal, an’ she’s promised to be my wife. I don’t 


mind tellin’ you that we had it arranged to git married 


afore we left fur Roarin’ Ranch. I didn’t tell any of ther 
boys about it, ’cause I was goin’ to give ’em a surprise. 
But now that things is all upside down here in town I 


don’t know how I am goin’ to git a chance to see her.” 


“Willis, you will be able to see her all right. Dll help 


you. I know how you feel on the subject. Dick Doolittle, © 


the gambler, and his gang shan’t deprive you of seeing 
your sweetheart. In what part of the town does she live 
in?” ; gia’. 
“Olean over to ther other side, sir. Not far from where 
ther East Wagon Road comes in?” 
“T know where it is. What’s her name, Willis?” — 


“Tillie Pett. 


ther bank.” 


She’s ther darter of Old Man Pett, ther 
man what runs ther express from ther railroad station to 
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. get hold of some of you, or drop you, perhaps. 
is to keep together all the time. 


My advice 
“Ah! I know him. Well, the chances are that the riot- a 


a ta you ought to be able to give a good account of your-|ers have made it pretty lively for the girl’s father, Willis, i ‘ 
selves. There are only a few over a hundred in the gang |and it may be that we'll have a pretty hard time getting to 4 
" fi Dick Doolittle has at his back, I should say, and with |the house. But we'll go, just the same.”. ‘f 





The cowboy musician’s eyes fairly danced with delight 
“When will we go, Mr. West?” he asked. 


There are twenty of oot 


os Jim and BER: to help you, I guess we can make 
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YOUNG WILD WEST’S COWBOY BAND. 


“Right away. Just tell the other three musicians that 


I want them.” 

“Yes, sir!” 

Wild promptly sought out Charlie and Jim. 

“Boys,” said he, “I guess we will take a little trip across |’ 
town.” 


The two looked at him in surprise. 

“Where are you going to?” queried Dart. 

“We'll take the four musicians over to the house of a 
man named Pett.” 


“What for?” asked Charlie. 
“One of them has a sweetheart living there, ands I 
thought it would be a good idea to take the music along, 
since I promised to go over with him. It is Willis, and he 
says that he intended to get married before he went back 
| to Roaring Ranch. I don’t want to see the man disap- 
pointed, so we will go over with him. We will take the 
om musicians along to play that tune in case any of the bad 
gang gets after us.” 
: a gh ‘Both the scout and Dart said no more. 
= Young Wild West did queer things sometimes, but they 
-_were not the ones to argue against anything he proposed. 
In a few minutes the four players of the cowboy band 
appeared with their instruments. 
“Are you ready, boys?” asked Wild. 
“Yes!” came the reply. 
“AIL right, then. We will go on foot. 


e Spud, you keep 
things POE till we get back.” 


CHAPTER IV. 
THE COWBOY BAND PLAYS A LITTLE MORE. 


ie Receiving the assurance that Sam Spud would look 
rt after things, Young Wild West and his borppereee started 
for the home of Willis’ sweetheart. 

Wild did not want to run across any of the rioters if he 
‘could help it, but he was ready for them in case such a 
thing happened. 

They kept to the outskirts of the town and worked their 


as way gradually around. 


It being pretty dark, as the sky was clouded, they got 
along without being seen by anyone. 
,: But it was necessary that they should proceed for a few 
hundred yards through a very thickly-settled part of the 
-__ town in order to reach the place where the cowboy’s sweet- 
heart lived. 
» The big hotel on the main street was where the rioters 
eae again and that was only two hundred ere from 
the house. 
When they reached the thickly-settled part our friends 
noticed that some of the shanties and houses were pretty 
Bs welll torn apart. . 


ey Taian no doubt, pelungel to those who had apposed the 
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As they neared the house Wild found that several men 
were following them. 

There were a dozen of them in less than a minute, and 
Hey kept coming all the time. 


“They are looking for trouble, I guess,” he said. “They 
belong to the bad gang, but they are staying at their 
homes, I suppose. 
off, they will let us alone.” bel 

“T should reckon so!” exclaimed Cheyenne Charlie, as. 
he tapped the butt of one of his revolvers significantly. a 

“There is the house!” said Willis, suddenly. “Ther 5 + 
gang has been at it, by ther looks of things.” 3 ie 

“So they have,” answered our hero. “I wonder if there Ms 
is anyone in it?” Pe 
They went up to the building and found the door nailed 
up from the inside and heavy wooden bars across the win- 
dows. ae 
Some of the weather-boards had been “ened off and the 
glass was nearly all out of the w indows.. 
“We'll go around to the back,” suggested our hero, and 
he led the way. eet 
As they turned the corner of the building a voice called q 
out: ; 

“Halt!” 

“That’s Mr. Pett!” cried Willis. 
me—Willis, from Roarin’ Ranch!” 

“Why, so it is!” came the answer. 
yer: 99? 

“Young Wild West an’ some more of my ‘Soni: 
lie all right?” | 
| “Yes, there ain’t any of us been hurt so far, but we 
don’t know how long it will last that way.” | 
“Well, we will try and make it last till all danger is — q 


“Hey, there! It’s 
“Who’s them with 


Is Til- 


over, Mr. Pett,” spoke up Wild, and then he hastened to wt 


the man and shook hands with him. 

“Why, bless me!” exclaimed the expressman. “If it. 
ain’t ther Champion Deadshot, I’m a liar! I didn’t believe 
Willis when he said Young Wild West was with him. DV’ve — 7 
seen you before, Wild, an’ I know what you are. Go right  ~ 
on in. Ill be in as soon as I make sure there ain’t no one © 
follered you here.” 

“Oh, there is a whole gang following us,” retorted Wild. 
“But never mind. If they got to trying anything funny 
they will be mowed down like grain before a sickle. Willis 
was anxious to see your daughter, and I undertook to pilot 
him over here. Dick Doolittle’s crowd are not running 
Deadwood as much as they thought they were, and they 


will be doing it a great deal less before we get through © yi. 


with them.” 

Two females now appeared at the back door. 

They were Pett’s wife and daughter. 

“Here I am, Tillie!” cried Willis, and the next mmute: — 
he had’ the girl in his arms right in the Peney of ae iq 
hands. 4 

“Nica girl and Willis nica man,” commented Fons the. ws 
Mexican. Be 
This opinion was sears Bf all hands. 
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Well, if they know when they are well | 
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a The men who had been following our friends had stopped} He dropped it quickly enough. 

‘ wear the corner of the house and were standing there as] Probably if he had not he would have dropped himself. a 
“though undecided as to what course to pursue. The music kept right on inside the house and the crowd a 
ic “Come out there with me, Pett,” said Wild, leading the continued to gather. 

way, “We will see if we can’t talk a little sense in them.” | After the players stopped for a rest Wild Started t in to | 
Rifle in hand, the expressman followed. talk in a reasoning way to the mob. ae 


at “What is the matter with you fellows?” Wild asked, inj He showed how foolish they were for acting the way they = 
“his frec-and-easy way of talking. “Do you want anything,|had done, and drew a vivid picture of the consequences _— 
or did you follow us here out of curiosity ?” when the military forces arrived. i 
“Who are you with, ther sheriff or Dick Doolittle?”| “If you quit this business now and go back to your ~~ 
asked one of the men from the darkness. work the chances are that you will not be called up at al) 
_ “Neither side,-just yet. We:are simply going it on our| when the soldiers get here,” he concluded with. ia 
own hook,” answered Wild. It was wonderful what effect his talk had on the men. “a 
“Who are you, anyhow?” another voice said. Some of them walked away to their homes and others ” 
, “Don’t you know?” remained to hear the music. a 
“No, if I did I wouldn’t ask. But there was still plenty of them who were going to 
_ “Wasn’t you up at Libby’s stockyard just before dark?” | stick by Dick Doolittle. : ac 
/ “Yes, I was there.” Wild knew that he had made a deep impression on the 
e “Well, then, you must have seen me. I am Young Wild majority of them, and he figured that it was not going to a 
West, and V’ve got the players of my cowboy band with| be such a hard time to get things running straight in Deer ae 
me. Do you want to hear some music?” wood again. a 
Bs “What kind?” | After awhile all the cowboys came out of ‘the house , 
a “Oh, any kind. Pistol-shots and yells, if you want it but Willis. | q 
that way.” He was doing his courting now. | Moe a 


; _ “We ain’t lookin’ fur no muss jest now,” said the first| The other three were glad to give him an opportunity to 
i _ Speaker. “We've got a leader an’ we do as he tells us to.| be alone with his sweetheart. 





‘big crowd there, but he was ready for almost anything just! Wild called out and asked them if Dick Doolittle was 
then, so he did not hesitate. 
# pte Go ahead and play, boss!” he exclaimed. “He’s at ther hotel,” was the reply. | a 
“We'd better do it inside,” suggested one of the band.; ‘Well, he had better stay there,” our hero said. “Un- 
“Ts beginnin’ to rain an’ we'll. git our instruments all! less he calls off the mob he has raised he will fare pretty 
wet.” | bad the next time we meet. You ean tell him that when 
“All right; go inside, then. These fellows can hear it| YOU see him.” 
well enough, since they have broken the window-panes out.| There was no reply ie this, and then Wild went in the 
I suppose they anticipated Saupe like this when they | house, leaving Cheyenne Charlie to stand on guard. 


It you ve got. them bugle things an’ banjoes with you, you; They had heard about the proposed marriage and were | a 
might give us some music, though.” anticipating a big time when it took place. ' e 
4, “Qertainly.” _After an hour had passed there were very few one ates a 
i Young Wild West knew that the music would attract a the house. 3 


anywhere about. 





were smashing things around here.” He had not been in the house more than ten minutes — a 
- The most of the crowd heard this, but no one said any-| when Charlie called him, saying that Dick Doolittle wanted a 
thing. . to see him. e 


, Probably they were not used to dealing with such a cool| “Ah!” exclaimed the dashing young deadshot; “it is 
person as Young Wild West. | either a case of give in or bluff with the fellow. Well, he 
The four musicians were now inside the house and they} will find that I will meet him on all conditions.” 
‘soon had their instruments in tune. The leader of the bad gang was mounted on a big bay te 
_ Then they struck up the music. : horse, and when Wild came out he rode forward. ‘ag 
Young Wild West and his two partners Ss etadiie out-| “TI come as a friend, Young Wild West,” he said. “Some ; 
C side with Pett. of ther gang has told me what you said in ther speech you 
~ In less than two minutes after the music started a big | made a little while ago, an’ I’ve come to ther conclusion 
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“crowd was seen coming from the direction of the rioters’| that you’re about right. Boys, ther riot business is all off. 

E quarters. Go home an’ start in on your regular work. Don’t do any 
a “Take it easy, boys!” Wild yelled out to them. “Life is | fightin’ ences ther ee or his men mole es We've © oT 
too short to waste it in starting rows. Hey, there! Drop im 3 
a at stone!” ain’t goin’ to suffer fur it. We're jest mot’ 

_ One of the men had picked up a stone and was in the act | touched at all. Go home, boys!” 


A shout of approval went up. 





of throwing it at the house. 
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It seemed that the men were willing to abide by what the 
- gambler said. 

He had a great control over them. 

“You see that I mean what I say, Young Wild West,” 
the villain resumed, as he turned again to our hero. “ Now, 

suppose we be friends?” 

“Allright. You can be my friend, if you want to. But 
- look out that you do not try to trick me.” 

| “JT am perfectly honest in what I am sayin’. Take me 
in ther house, now, an’ get ther sheriff to let up on me.” 

“Ag this is not my house, I cannot invite you in,” re- 
torted Wild. “But if you like the tune we play, I will call 
the other musician out and give you some music. Hey, 
Willis, come out with your cornet.” 

Willis promptly did so, and when he appeared his sweet- 
heart came with him. 

She was a very.pretty girl was Tillie Pett, and when 
Dick Doolittle saw her standing in the light that shone 
from the window he gave a start. | 

“My!” he exclaimed to himself; “I didn’t know that 
there was such a pretty gal in Deadwood.” 


Wild overheard the remark, and, turning to him, said: 


_ “Well, she belongs to another, so you shouldn’t go and 
fall in love with her.” 

“Oh!” and the villain laughed. “Me fall in love? I 
reckon I’m out of that kind of game long ago.” 

“Oh, it isn’t likely she would want to wipe her feet on 
such as you, anyway,” said Wild, coolly. “You are Dick 
Doolittle, the gambler and mob leader, you know.” 

The man winced, and the glance that shot from his eyes 
told plainly that he would have strangled the boy right 
then and there if he only dared. 

But like a great many other villains, he was afraid of 
Young Wild West. 

“Give our friend a tune,” said our hero, not acting as 
though he noticed the look that had been shot at him. 
“He seems to be all right. I have heard that music has 
a great effect on some of nature’s creations.” 

_ The four players at once started up their music. 
_Dick Doolittle watched them for a few seconds and then 
his eyes turned to pretty Tillie Pett again. 
~ Young Wild West was watching him all the while. 

He saw that the villain had taken a great notion to the 

girl all at once. 


It struck him that Doolittle might keep his word about 
breaking up the mob, but that he was going to interfere 
with the young lady he could easily see. 

“YT will have to keep a good eye on the scoundrel while I 
stay in Deadwood,” he thought. “I want to see Willis 
gand the girl happily married if it is possible. Willis is a 
pretty good sort of a fellow, so I am told, and he says he 
intends to take his bride to Roaring Ranch with. him. 

There is room for a hustling girl like her out there, and I 

am going to see to it that she gets there.” 

That was quite enough to make it go, for when Wild 

decided on a thing he generally carried it through. 
_ But sometimes lots of difficulties came in his way. 
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And that was the way it was to be in this case. aM 

When Wild thought the musicians had played enough 
he told them to stop. ae 

Then Willis went in the house to bid his sweetheart 
good-night. 7 

A few minutes later our friends were on their way back 
to the stockyard, and not a man offered to follow them. | 


CHAPTER V. 


THE VILLAINOUS TRIO. 





Dick Doolittle left at the same time Wild and his friends 
did. : 

He mounted and rode straight to the hotel where the ~ 
rioters had made their headquarters. 4 

When ‘he got there he found about fifty of the men in ~ 
the place, some of them so much under the influence of | — 
liquor that they were oblivious to what was gone on and - 
others in a very hilarious state. 

The appearance of the gambler was greeted with cheers. 
“Where have you been, Dick?” one fellow, who could 
barely stand, asked. | 

“T’ve been talking to Young Wild West,” was the reply. 

“An’ you didn’t shoot him dead in his tracks?” spoke 
up another in surprise. . a a 

“No, I didn’t have the chance. One thing I did do, © 
though; I told him that we’d quit ther game we’ve been _ 
playing if he’d git ther sheriff to call it all off.” 

“What did he say?” rig 

“He said we’d be sorry if we didn’t quit. He made a 
little speech to ther boys an’ said as how ther cavalrymen — 
would come here an’ mow us down like grass if we wasn’t — 
quiet by ther time they showed up. I think so myself, to — 
tell ther truth. I think we’ve had a jolly bood spree, an” 
if ther folks we’ve injured are satisfied, we ought to be. It © 
will never be known who shot ther men what went down, 
so there won’t be nothin’ done to anyone fur that. Give 
us some of that liquor ae got there, an’ in ther mornin’ 
we'll hold a meetin’ an’ talk it over. One thing, if we 
should manage to hold ther upper hand here ther whisky 
in ther place would soon be gone, an’ then what would 
we do?” 7 

“That’s so,” said one of the rascals. “If there ain’t no 
business done here there won’t be any more stuff bought. 
It would soon be so we’d have to go to, work again, or me | 
starve. I’m in favor of quittin’ myself.” 

As Dick Doolittle was taking the drink one of the men 
handed him, who should come up by him but Ike Boots, — 
the horse thief, whom Young Wild West had set free the 
night before. 4 

“T told you things would hum when Young Wild West a 
got here,” said Boots. “I could feel it in my bones when at 
you set out fur ther stockyard. He’s a sundowner, he i is, 4 
'Didn’t he fix me, though! An’ he’ll fix everybody he runs 
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- afoul of, too. He’s quicker nor a wildcat, an’ when he 
looks at yer mad-like you’ve got to be careful.” 
: “T guess youre about right, Ike,” Doolittle admitted. 
- “But I think we kin fool him, fur all that. There ain’t no 
use in puttin’ up an open fight ag’in him, so what do you 
say if we do some sneak work?” 
_ “Show me ther least chance to git even with him an’ 
Pm with yer.” 
“Let’s go an’ set down; I’ve got a idea. 
He's a dandy at sneak work.” 
- The man referred to was sitting at an adjoining table 
and was apparently one of the most sober ones in the 
place. 
Ike Boots was well aequainted with him, it seemed, and 
- he went over and touched him on the shoulder. 
_ “Dick wants you to come an’ have a talk with us,” he 
said. — | 
_ “All right,” was the reply. “I’m jest in ther humor to 
talk, for I imagine I kin see a tree with a rope hangin’ to 
a limb, or somethin’ like that. We've gone it a little 
too taut, cs think, an’ I’m jest Beare to realize it.” 
“Well; eome on in ther back room.’ 
Rags, as he was called, got up and shook himself like a 
_ dog does when he comes out of the water. 
It was easy to understand why he was called Rags, for 
his clothing was literally in rags. 
That was the way he had been attired ever since he had 
_ made his apearance in Deadwood. 
_ His face was pinched and drawn and a small pair of 
 deep-set eyes gave him a shrewd and cunning expression. 
The three walked into an adjoining room and sat down 
at a table. 


_“What’s ther trouble, 
_ shoulders. 

“We want to rig a plan to get square with Young Wild 
West.” 

“Ther young feller what tamed ther crowd up at ther 
stockyard, an’ come a ae near puttin’ ther finishin’ 
touch to you?” 

“Yes, he’s ther one I mean.’ 

~©You want me to think of a way to git him where ther 
_ hair is short?” 

E “Well, I’ve got an idea myself, but I thought I’d better 
A ask your opinion on it.” 

j “Well, what’s your idea?” 

_ “There’s a mighty putty gal not far from here an’ one 
of Young Wild West’s men is goin’ to marry her afore 
ther cowboy band leaves town, so I hear.” 

“Yes, but what’s that got to do with it?” 

“Well, I’ve sorter took a notion to ther gal myself.” 

“You have, hey?” 

“You took a notion to a gal, Dick?” exclaimed Ike 

- Boots, in surprise. 

“Yes, ll own ther corn. She’s sorter made my heart 

- go pit-a-pat, an’ [’ve thought of a scheme to git her, an’ 
E at ther same time give us a chance to git square on Young 


i wild “West.” 


Call Rags. 


Dick?” and Rags shrugged his 


4 


SO, OE 
‘ 


> — a 2 
a 
< <4 







“Well, spit it out, Dick,” said Rags, looking interested. 

“Your shanty is in a kinder lonesome place, ain’t it?” 

“Yes, it’s about ther furthest shanty out of ther town to 
ther north.” 

“Well, s’posin’ we steal ther gal to-night an’ take her 
over to your shanty?” 

“What would that have to do with gittin’ square on 
Young Wild West?” asked Boots. 

“A whole lot.” 

“*] see ther point,” spoke up Rags. 
would come to look fur her.” 

“Certainly! Rags, you have got enough brains to see 
into things.” 


“Young Wild West 


“Young Wild West aula come to look fur her, an’ 
then we could lay fur him an’ put him out of existence.’ 

“Oh!” exclaimed Boots. “I see into it now. Well, jest 
count on me to do ther business with yer. I reckon we’ve 
all got ourselves into trouble, as it is, an’ ther only way 
fur us to do is to git square on someone. I hear ther 
sheriff has got ther names of more’n fifty of ther boys, an’ 
they'll git it hot when ther cavalrymen gits here.” 

“Not so very hot, either,’ Doolittle assured them. 

“Why not?” asked Rags. 

“Well, accordin’ to what Young Wild West says, we'll be 
let alone if we quit ther game right now.” 

“You mean if we stop shootin’ an’ tearin’ houses down?” 

“Yes, an’ drinkin’ up ther rum that don’t belong to us.” 

“Well, if we do stop who'll pay fur ther damage we’ve 
done?” 

“Ther owners will have to stand ther loss, that’s all. 
What are they goin’ to do about it?” 


“Well, we may git off easy, but ’'d rather not have my © 


name on ther list ther sheriff’s got.” 

“Never mind, now. We’ll quit this game an’ go into 
some business on our own hook—jest us three. What do 
you say?” 

“Certainly!” cried Ike Boota 

“T’ll be only too glad to go in business with you, Dick,” 
said Rags. 

“T’m satisfied that we kin make more money than we 
have foolin’ around with this mob.” 

“You mean by gamblin’?” remarked Rags. 

“Yes, some sharper business, an’ when we git tired of 
that, do a little in ther masked highwayman game. We'd 
be able to work that a long time without bein’ found out, 
an’ I’ll bet on it.” 

“We might if Young Wild West didn’t git after us,” 
said Boots. E 

“Young Wild West won’t be able to git after us, ’cause 
he’ll be dead!” exclaimed ‘the leader of the trio. 

“T see,” said Rags. “You mean to do ther nighyay 
man act-after he’s finished.” 

“That’s it! Now, let’s figure on a way to git ther gal, so 
Young Wild West kin have a chance to come out to look 
fur her. We’ve got to fix things jest right, you know. 
We’ve got to have it so he don’t come with his whole cow- 
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ie The shops opened and began to do business. 
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boy band at his back, fur in that case we couldn’t do 
~ much.” 


“Vl tell you what to do,” spoke up Rags, as Be scratched 
his head thoughtfully. 

“What?” 

“Things will be quieted down to-morrow, accordin’ to 
what you say.” 

“Yes, I reckon they will.” 
“Well, do you know ther name of ther cowboy what’s 
goin’ to marry ther gal?” 

“Yes, jt is Willis. I heard Young Wild West call him 


that to-night.” 


“Good enough!” and Rags nodded approvingly. “Now, 


__to-morrer mornin’ I’]1 send a note to ther gal with this 


cowboy’s name signed to it. I’m a dandy at writin’ love- 
letters, or any other kind of letters, fur that matter.. Well, 


vr when she gets ther letter she’ll see that it is fur her to meet 
_ her lover right somewhere close to my shanty. 


She’ll come 
all right, especially when she finds that ther majority of 
the men has gone back to work. Then I reckon we will 
have ther gal.” 
“Good enough! 
West?” 

“Tn ther same way. I'll write a note to him an’ sign 
ther gal’s name to it. I kin write any kind of a hand. I 
may look like a lunkhead an’ talk like a noodle, but I 
ain’t, jest ther same. I was given a good education.” 

“T bet you was!” spoke up Ike Boots. “I wish V’d had 


But how will we git Young Wild 


ther same chance.” 


“What would you have amounted to if you had?” asked 
Rags, looking at him in disgust. 

“Td have been a millionaire by this time.” 

His two companions laughed. 

“Well,” observed Dick Doolittle after a pause, “it is 
We'll fix things up in ther mornin’. 
Now, don’t say a word about this to anyone; I’ve made 
up my mind to quit ther riotin’ business, an’ if we’re care- 


ful what’ we do we will make lots of money in this new 


game of ours.” 


“You bet!” cried Ike Boots. 

Rags nodded. 

‘The three went out into the room where the liquor had 
been flowing so plentifully, and then Dick Doolittle gave 
the men another’ piece of advice about quitting the rioting 


- business and went off to his home. 


Before he parted from his two friends, however, it was 


understood that they should meet at the shanty of Rags at 


ten the following morning. 
Pree were very quiet in Deadwood when the sun 


arose the next day. 


The owners of the hotel building were surprised when 
word came to them that the bad gang had quit making it 


_ their headquarters and advising them to go and take charge 
mOr it. 


Tn a couple of hours’ time everything looked different i 
the mining town. 
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Here and there a few men could be seen gathered in — 
groups, but there were no signs of the reckless times of 
the preceding day. | 

The sheriff and his deputies went about the town and 
helped those who had been injured by the bad gang to 
straighten things out. 

After this was done the head of the county and the 
officials of the town met and-decided to offer a reward for 
Dick Doolittle’s capture, dead or alive. 

But it was decided that the offer was not to be made 
publie until Young ana West and his ee had been 
consulted. 


They well knew that the young deadshot from Weston 
had been the real cause of the breaking up of the rioters. 

All that he had done had traveled to their ears. 

They were unanimous in deciding that someone must 
suffer for what had happened, and Dick .Doolittle, being 
the leader of the mob, quite naturally was picked as the 
one. 


While this consultation was taking place between the 
sheriff and the town officials Dick Doolittle was making his 
way to the shanty of Rags 

The villain went by a Gi eagia way so he would not 
be seen by many, for he had an idea that he was a marked 
man. a 

He realized more than ever now that he had made the 
mistake of his life when he led the mob in scattering 
death and destruction about the mining town. 

But he was figuring on disguising himself and staying 
close for a few days. : 

But, first of all, he must have the pretty daughter of 7 
Pett, the expressman, and then the life of Young Wild 
West. | 

“Td be willin’ to quit ther town, then, if it got téo warm 


fur me here,” he muttered, as he cut across a patch of - 


woods that ran almost up to the rear door of the shanty of 
Rags. : 
When he got there he found Ike Boots had arrived ahead — 
of him. a 
“TI come on horseback,” said the villain. “I’ve been ~ 
here over ten minutes.”’ 4 
“Let’s git down to business,” spoke up Rags. “I reckon 9 
we mustn’t fool too long with this game if we’re goin a0 . 
work it through.” 
“All right. Go ahead an’ write ther letter to ther gal,” 
said Doolittle. ; 
Rags soon wrote it and then he went out to get a boy to 7 
deliver it. 


CHAPTER VI. 


WILD SHOWS THE BIG COW-PUNCHER A THING OR git 


Young Wild West’s Cowboy Band passed a pretty: com- | 4 
fortable night ce at Dave Libby’s stockyard. i 
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Our hero had hardly expected that they would be trou-j|enne Charlie. 
bled by any of the gang who had made such a commotion |stand no show if you tackled him. 


in town. 

He knew that when the men came to think it over the 
glad to quit and go back to 
their work. 

After the cowboys had enjoyed a good breakfast they 


felt in the best of humor. 


A big, brawny cow-puncher in the employ of the stock- 
man came up to Cheyenne Charlie and asked him for a 
light. 

The scout gave it to him willingly beordiels 

“T reckon ther trouble is about .over what the cow- 
puncher said.” 

“T reckon so,” replied Charlie. “If it ain’t, Young 
Wild West will soon put an end to it.” 

“Tt don’t seem to me as though a boy could do as much 


as they say he’s done,” and the big man shook his head 


a prisoner. 
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doubtingly. 

““Wasn’t you there to see it last night?” 

“No, I was back tendin’ to ther cattle. 
whole lot about how he made Dick Doolittle hold up his 
hands, an’ then yanked him from his horse an’ made him 
That might all be so, but T’ll bet there was 
others there to help him.” 

“Oh, there was others there to help him if he needed 
help,” said the scout, quietly. “But he didn’t happen to 


little is easy fur Young Wild West, my friend.” 
“They say he is awful strong an’ quick fur a boy.” 
“Well, I reckon he’s about strong an’ quick enough for 
any man whatever wore boots.” 
_ Charlie looked at the cow-puncher’s boots just as he 
said this. 


The man must have taken it that ‘i meant that he 
would stand no show in a mix-up with our hero. 

“You don’t think ther boy could handle me, do yer?” 
he asked, looking amazed.. 

“T reckon he could,” was the cool retort. 

“Why, my friend, I’ve wrastled with bulls, an’ I’ve 
chucked ’em every time, too. What show would an ordi- 
nary man have with me, much less a boy?” 

“That’s where you make a mistake, my friend,” Charlie 
hastened to say. “You say Young Wild West is nothin’ 
but a boy. Others have thought ther same ,way, but 
they’ve found out that he’s very much a man afore they 
got through with him. I’m not goin’ to say that Wild is 


as strong as you are, but I’m dead sartin that he kin handle 


you as easy as pie!” 

“You are, hey?” and the man showed signs of anger. 
“Well, I’d jest like to see him try it.” 

Wild happened to be walking that way just then, and he 
caught the last part of the conversation. 


_ “What’s the trouble here?” he asked, walking up to the 


two men. 
‘““Here’s a man who thinks it mighty strange that you 


} got ther best of Dick en dast night,” answered Chey-! 
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Vve heard a 


He’s wrastled with 
bulls an’ such lke, you know.” 

“Oh! he has, eh? 
that he is a very strong fellow. 
friend, if I may ask?” 


What is your name, my 


“They call me Big Roddy, ther cow-puncher,” replied — 


the man. “See here, Young Wild West, I don’t want you 
to think fur a minute that I’ve got ther least thing ag’in 
yer. It ain’t that what made me talk to your friend here. 
I was only thinkin’ that it didn’t look possible fur you to 
handle men around as I’ve heard say you could. I wouldn’t 
think of such a thing as gittin’ in a fight with you; it ain’t 
in my line to fight, anyhow, an’ I never does do it unless 
Vm made to. Then I generally gives a good account of 
myself.” 

“I understand you, I guess. You would just like to see 
me handle a big man liké you, just so you would know 
how it was done. Is that it?” 


“'That’s it exactly!” cried the big man, smiling all avon 


his face. 
“All right. Just come over here, where all hands can 
have a look at us and we'll try a wrestle.” | 
“J won’t hurt you,” said Big Roddy. “I’m so much 
bigger than you are that I won’t hurt you. Tl jest put 
you down easy-like.” | 


“All right!” laughed our hero. 


for yourself. You may go down pretty heavy when you do 


; go, you know.” 


“YT don’t think you’re half so strong as a crazy bull, 
young feller,” and the big cow-puncher chuckled. 

So did Cheyenne Charlie chuckle. 

He knew what was coming, and he felt that he could 
describe it before it happened. 


But he said nothing. 


Nearly all the cowboy band knew Young Wild West was 
one of the greatest wrestlers that ever took hold of a man, — 


and they simply waited to see the fun. 

The cow-puncher was so big and ungainly that it could 
very easily be imagined that he was slower than molasses. 

The big fellow pulled off his coat and Wild did. like- 
wise. 

Then both took the weapons from their belts. 

“Go ahead and take your hold, Young Wild West,” said 
Big Roddy. 
world.” 

“Very well,” was the reply, and Wild stepped up and got 
him just where he wanted him. “Are you ready?” 

VY ag! 

“Then away you go!” 

There was a streak made by swinging legs and arms and 
the cow-puncher landed on his back upon the ground with 
a shock that took the breath from him. 

“Great rattlesnakes!” he cried when he got his breath. 
“Tow did you do that, boy?” 


“Quite easy. You made a mistake in sia me my. 


Well, L have not the least doubt but — 


“JT won't hurt you 
Dick Doo-| much, either, intentionally. But I advise you to look out 


“T’m goin’ to give you all ther show in ther 


“He says he’s putty sure that you wouldn't 
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hold, you see. 
hold.” 

“You kin wrastle some, can’t you?” 

“Oh, I don’t make a profession of it.” 

“Well, I s’pose you’ll give me another chance?” 

“Oh, yes! You can have as many chances as you like. 
How do you want to do it this time?” 
“We'll run in an’ grab our holds.” 
“That just suits me. Come on!” 
They darted for each other, Wild feinting to the right 


and left as he did so. 


His movements bewildered the big fellow, and before 
he was aware of it Wild had him again. 

It was quite easy to put him down, and when he went he 
fairly jarred the ground. 


It was fully half a minute before the defeated man got 
up, and when he did so he shook his head sadly. 

“T made a mistake in sizin’ you up, Young Wild West,” 
“But I will say that a man can’t throw another 
unless he gits a hold of him.” 

- “Oh, you would like to see what you could do if you 


get hold of me once?” 
“Well, to tell ther truth, I would.” 
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“Would you mind 
showin’ me a thing or two about it?” 

“In what way?” asked Wild. 

“Oh, not in a fightin’ way, certainly not! Can’t you do 
some fancy shootin’ at a mark, or somethin’ like that?” 

Our hero was just in the humor to please him. 

Several of the other stockyard men had been watching 
the proceedings, and they seemed eager to see something 
else. 

“Have you got a pipe?” he asked Big Roddy. 

“Oh, yes!” was the reply. 

“Just put it in your mouth and stand over there.” 

“What are you goin’ to do?” and the man looked just a 
trifle uneasy. 


“Oh, don’t be alarmed. JI am not going to shoot you.” 
“All right. I won’t back down. Anything you say I'll 
do.” 


_ “Well, just put your pipe in your mouth and stand over. 
there by that post.” 

The cow-puncher obeyed without another word. 

“Now stand perfectly still and hold tight on the stem 
with your teeth.” 

His face turned a shade paler, but Big Roddy did just 


“Well, I will give you your own hold this time, provid-|as he was told. 


ing you will tell me the very instant you are ready.” 

“T7ll do that all right.” 

“Very well, then. Come on!” 

Wild knew he had a regular giant in strength to buck 
against, but he depended on his quickness to carry him 


- through. 


Young Wild West took a revolver from his belt. 
Up it went, and then 
Crack! 

A piece of the stem remained in the man’s mouth, but 





the rest of the pipe was missing. 


“That is pretty fair shooting, isn’t it?” asked Wild, 


As he gave Big Roddy his hold our hero was crouching | smiling at the astonished man. 


a little, so he really appeared shorter than he was. 


“T should say so!” was the reply. “But I reckon that 


“Sing out when you are ready!” called out Wild, as he/is all I want of it jest now.” 


put his arms around his big opponent’s waist. 
“T’m ready now!” was the answer. “Go on an’ 

That was as far as he got, for Young Wild West 
straightened up to his full height as quick as a flash and 
Big Roddy was lifted clear of the ground. 

Then over he went as though he was a log, landing flat 
on his back with the boy on top! © 

“Oh!” he grunted. “I’ve—I’ve got enough!” 

“All right,” said Wild, and he promptly arose to his 


39 





The cow-puncher sat up until he recovered himself and 


then he accepted the hand of Wild and was helped up. 


“T’m satisfied,” he said, nodding right and left to make 
everyone understand that he meant it. “J kin understand 


now why Young Wild West kin tame a man so quick. I 
_ kin throw bulls, but I can’t throw him.” 


He was not the least bit mad, and that made all hands 
think well of him. 


Our hero put on his coat and belt and picked up his 
hat. | 


The big man was puffing like a porpoise, but he was as 
calm and undisturbed as a summer morning. 
“They say youre a deadshot, Young Wild West,” ob- 


“Oh, I am not through yet. I will clip that stem out 
of your mouth if you will let me.” 

“Not fur a ten-hundred-acre farm!” cried the cow- 
puncher. “T’ve seen all ther fancy shootin’ I want to see. 
I’ve got to go back to my work, so you'll please excuse 
me.” 


Wild laughed heartily, his partners and the cowboy 
band joining in. 

Big Roddy went away and he was soon forgotten. 

Our friends cleaned their weapons and made things 
comfortable about their camp, after which Wild proposed - 
to Charlie and Jim that they take a ride around town. 


“Ryerything is so quiet,” said he, “that I have an idea . 
that Dick Doolittle has really kept his word.” 


“Tt looks that way,” replied Dart. 
“But Ill bet that feller ain’t done with us yet,” spoke 
up the scout. “You kin jest make up your minds that he ~ 
ain’t one of them kind that gives in so easy. He might 
have stopped ther riotin’, but if he has it is because he 
thinks it will be better for him. We’ll see an’ hear more 

of him afore we leave Deadwood, see if we don’t.” 
“Well, if he tries any of his games on us he'll get more 
than he is looking for,”. declared Wild. | 
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They mounted their horses and were riding away when 


the sheriff came riding up. 

Wild had met him on a former visit to Deadwood and 
he greeted him with a cheery good-morning. 

The head of the county took off his hat and bowed as 
though he was before a general of the army. 

“T’ve come over to see if you'll give us a little ad- 
“T’ve had a conference with ther town offi- 
clals an’ we’ve decided to offer a reward fur Dick Doolittle. 
He’s ther man what led ther mob, you know, an’ he’s got 
to have his neck stretched if we kin git him alive.” 

“Quite right and proper, I should say,” retorted Wild. 
“How are things? Have the men gone back to their 
work?” 

“Most all of ’em has. There’s a bunch here an’ there 
layin’ around, waitin’ to do mischief, I s’pose, but it won’t 
take Jong to put ’*em down, I reckon.” 

“No, I hardly think it will.” 

“What I want to ask you is, how soon should we make 


it public that I’m willin’ to pay a reward for ther capture 


of Dick Doolittle, ‘dead or alive?” 

Wild thought a moment. 

“Suppose you wait until to-morrow,” he said. “It 
might incite the mob to form again, and they could do a 
whole lot more damage. Besides, I may be able to get 
him for you before that time.” 

“Good!” exclaimed the sheriff. 
you say.” 


“T will do exactly as 


CHAPTER VII. 


a 


THE COWBOY BAND TO THE RESCUE. 


~The sheriff remained there until well toward noon. 

He was a very talkative man, and Wild was willing to 
listen to him. 

When he did get ready to go he invited them to go with 


him and fetch the musicians of the cowboy band along. 


“They kin play a little then fur ther town officials, who 
ain’t heard ’em yet,” the head of the county said. 

“All right,” retorted our hero. “Anything to please 
you. Come, boys! Just get your instruments ready.” 

The rain had cleared during the night and the sun was 
shining brightly so there was nothing to interfere with 
the sound of the instruments. 

The four players soon had them ready, and then mount- 
ing, they rode off with Wild and his partners and the 


_ sheriff. 


They rode straight down to the elon that was occu- 
pied by the tow officials. 

Men lounging on the street looked at them ptiriously as | 
they went along, but no one offered to interfere with 
Young Wild West’s Cowboy Band. 

They went right into the main room of the building 
_ and the band played for them for fifteen minutes. 





|the day before, so our hero thought. 





'who tries to get away!” 
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Quite a crowd collected outside and everyone was in a ~ 
good humor. 

After a talk with the town officials Wild and his friends 
started off on horseback. 

“We will make a circle of the town and see what is going 
on,” our hero said, and they proceeded to do so. 

Unknowingly they took a route that would lead them 
directly to the shanty of the villain called Rags. 

As they neared this place the sharp ery of a female in 
distress rang out. 


It came from the woods right ahead of them. ‘si 

Wild paused tong enough to listen for the ery to be 
repeated, but as it was not he set out on a gallop in the 
direction it had come from. 3 

The others followed him closely, and soon they came to 
the shanty. 

Just as they reached it three masked men came out. 

They were greatly surprised at the appearance of the 
horsemen and looked around for an avenue of escape. s 

One of them looked like the villain who had led the mob 

“Cover them, boys!” he cried. “Shoot the first man 
said Cheyenne Char- 
“T reckon you’ve struck a regular hornet’s nest. 
Where’s ther woman we heard hollerin’ jest now?” 

The three men stood stock still in their tracks, and one 


of them, who was undoubtedly the leader, put on a defiant 
air. 


“Stand still, you measly coyotes!” 


“Where is the woman?” demanded Jim Dart. 

There was no reply. 

Young Wild West sprang from his horse and tore the 

mask from the face of the leader of the villainous trio. 

“Tt is Dick Doolittle, the gambler!” he exclaimed. “Just 
as I thought, boys. Dismount and tie them up!” 

The men obeyed with great alacrity. 

Dick Doolittle did not put up any fight, for he saw iow 
useless it was. 





His companions were, of course, Ike Boots and Rags, 
and when our friends saw the scoundrel they were not a 
little surprised. ) 

“So this is the way you are leading a better life, is it?” 
said Wild. “Going about with a mask on your face, eh? 
Now, tell me where the person is who uttered that scream 
a little while ago, or [ll let a streak of daylight through 
you!” 

“She’s in ther shanty,” replied the villain, with a falter- 
ing voice. 


“What did you tell °em fur?” shrieked Dick Doolittle. 
“Why didn’t you let ’em find her?” oe 
“They'd have done that soon enough. What’s ther use i 
of bein’ obstinate; it won’t do us any good.” 
“That’s right, Dick,” spoke up Rags. ‘“We’re in fur it, 
so ther easiest way is ther best.” fj 
Wild made for the hut in a hurry. , 
He went inside and the first object he saw was the form 
; 
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of a girl, bound and gagged, lying on the floor. 
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He did not recognize her till he lifted her up. 
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He advised the men. not to come too close, for he naa/ 


Then he saw that the captive of the trio was no other] an idea that they might make a move to release the pris- 


than Tillie Pett, the sweetheart of Willis! 


“Come here, Willis!” he cried, as he quickly released ; 


oners. 


But they did not, and a few minutes later they were 


the gag from her mouth and severed the bonds that bound | turned over to the sheriff and lodged in the jail. 


her hands behind her back. 
~The cowboy ran into the hut in a hurry. 

The next instant his sweetheart was in his arms. 

“Well, this does beat all!” exclaimed Cheyenne Charlie, 
as he looked at the three prisoners. “What won’t happen, 
I wonder?” 

“You fellers have got the upper hand now, but my turn 
is bound to come, see if it ain’t?” eried Dick Doolittle, 
vindictively. 

“Yes, your turn will come ty quick after ther sheriff 
gits hold of you,” retorted the scout. 

Meanwhile, Tillie Pett was getting calmer all the time 
and she was soon able to tell how she had been captured. 

“T received this note from you,” she said, producing a 
piece of paper containing writing and handing it to Willis, 
“and I set out to meet you.” 

“Set out to meet me!” gasped the cowboy. 
didn’t send ‘this note to you, Tillie.” 

“No! I can see it all now. One of those villains wrote 
it just to get me to come here,” she replied. “But I am 
so glad that you happened along just in time, Will.” 

“An so am I!” | 

Wild took the note and saw that it was brief and to the 
point. 

It stated that Willis thought it advisable for him not to 
come all the way to her house, and asked her to meet him 
near the shanty at the north end of the town as soon as 
possible. 

The girl had not stopped to compare the writing with 
his, but had set out in a joyful frame of mind to meet her 
lover and had been beset by the three masked men, who 
quickly bound her, while one of them held a hand over 
her mouth to prevent her from making an outcry. 

It was when they were placing the gag in her mouth 
after they got her inside the shanty that she got the oppor- 
tunity to utter the cry. 

It had been quite enough to brirg our friends to the res- 


“Why, I 


eue, if it was only one cry. 


“Now, boys,” said Young Wild West, when it had all 
been understood, “we will take the three prisoners to the 
sheriff. I hardly think it will be necessary for him to offer 
a reward for Dick Doolittle now.” 


Cheyenne Charlie laughed. 

*“T reckon not,’ he remarked. 

They tied lariats about the necks of the villains and then 
drove them like sheep toward the center of the town. 

Willis took his sweetheart on his horse with him and 
rode along in the rear of the queer procession. 
' As they got into the town a crowd gathered and began 
to follow. | 

The majority of them were the rioters of the day before, 


too, ‘but Wild was not the least bit alarmed. 
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Then our friends proceeded on to the home of Tillie 
Pett. 


As her mother knew nothing of the peril she had been 
in, she welcomed them with a happy smile. 

But when Tillie told her how she had been deceived by 
the decoy note, the woman nearly fainted. | 

Pett came home while they were there and he was sur- 
prised to see them. 


“What’s the trouble now?” he asked, laughingly, for he: 
saw they all wore smiling faces. 

“Ther trouble is all over, I reckon,” replied Cheyenne 
Charlie. “But there was some a little while ago.” 


Wild told Pett what had happened. 

“The confounded villains!” exclaimed the expressman. 
“What do you suppose they did that for?” 

“Dick Doolittle said he—he was going—going to marry 
me,” spoke up the girl, blushingly. 

“He was, hey?” cried Willis. “Well, I guess he’ll wet 
all the marrying he wants when that rope tightens around 
his neck. he villain! If I had known he had said any- 
thing like that I believe I would have choked him up there 
at the shanty.” 

“Never mind,” spoke up Wild. 
real harm done. 


“There has been no 
I am going to make a suggestion if you 


! will let me.” 


“What is it?” asked Tillie. 

“Make arrangements for a wedding to take place inside 
of two days. ‘To-morrow is Saturday, why can’t it take 
place to-morrow night?” 

“Tt kin, if she’s willin’,’” spoke up Willis. 

The girl put her head on her mother’s shoulder and re- 
mained silent. 


“What do you say, Miss Pett?” called out our hero. 
“Come! you may as well say yes and have it over with.” 
“Yes,” she answered softly. 
“Hooray!” yelled honest-hearted Willis. 
happiest man west of ther Missippi, an’ I know it! 
PP PP 
ray!” 
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The cowboys joined in and gave a cheer that made the 
rafters ring. . 

A few minutes later all of our friends but Willis left 
the house and went back to their quarters at the stock- 
yard. ; 


Just as they 
bugle. 

“Ther soldiers are comin’, I reckon,’ said Cheyenne 
Charlie. “Well, I rather think they ain’t exactly needed, 
for ther tune we’ve been playin’ since we’ve been in Dead- 
wood has sorter straightened things out.” 

“We will keep right on with’ the same tune as long as 
we are here, I guess,” answered Jim Dart. “Wild seems 


got there they heard the shrill notes of a 
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to enjoy the way we have been doing, and I am sure that 
; I do.” 

An’ so do we all!” exclaimed the scout. 

A couple of minutes later a troop of cavalry came up 
| and halted near the stockyard. ; 


CHAPTER VIII. 


THE THREE VILLAINS ESCAPE FROM JAIL. 


The jail at Deadwood at the time of which we write was 
not a very imposing structure, neither was it large. 
~ But it was supposed to be a strong one, and if a prisoner 
made his escape from it he was called a good one. 
It was entirely devoid of prisoners when Dick Doolittle, 
_ Ike Boots and Rags were placed in it. 
_ The three were put in what was called the big strong- 
% room together, and two men were left to guard them. 
Stripped of their weapons, the three villains had little 
chance of escaping the punishment that would be accorded 
them. . 7 
Justice was swift in Deadwood and Dick Doolittle knew 
that he would be hanged unless he got out-of the jail. 
He meant to get out. 
There was only one way to do it, and that was to get 
assistance from the jailers. 
He knew both men well, as he had gambled at the same 
table with them on more than one occasion. 
The door to the big strongroom had four iron bars across 
| an opening two feet square, which admitted the only light 
_that got into the place, and that from the windows that 
"were in the adjoining room, where the jailers were supposed 
to remain on guard. 
_ In addition to a big padlock, there were two heavy iron 
bolts that held the door secure. ‘ 
The three villains were very quiet for fully ten minutes 
after they were placed there, but at the expiration of that 
time Dick Doolittle called out to the jailers: 
; “Say, you fellers!”’ 
_ “What do you want?” asked one of them. 
“You ain’t goin’ to leave us be in here, are you?” he 
said. 
“Let you be in there? 
claimed the other one. 
_ “But you don’t have to, you know very well. Hangin’ 
vain’t a very nice thing to think about, let alone have it 
done to you. I don’t want to be hanged, boys.” 
“T don’t s’pose you do,” Number One admitted. 
“Of course not,” added Number Two. 
b “T’ve got over three thousand dollars an’ a diamond pin 
n’ a watch an’ chain that’s worth a couple of hundred on 
me, an’ Boots an’ Rags ain’t nothin’ like bein’ busted.” 
The jailers looked a bit interested when they heard this. 
_ “It will be yours—ther whole business of it if we git 
ent ” went on the leader of the mob in a persuasive voice. 
aN sen talk so loud,” admonished Number One. 
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“Tt would be impossible to do it,” said Number Two, 
shaking his head. 


“ Nothin’ is impossible,” insisted Dick Doolittle, working 
on the point he had gained. 
case of this here kind, anyhow.” 

The two jailers remained silent. 

“S’pose you was to come in here putty soon to give us 
somethin’ to eat, which we’d called fur, an’ we punched at 
yer an’ got yer down an’ tied an’ gagged yer? How would 
that be?” 

“YT don’t know about that,’ answered Number One, 
doubtfully. “II didn’t know you so well, an’ had always 


thought putty well of you I wouldn’t listen to no such 
talk.” 


“Nor me, either,” added the other. 

“Well, it would be jest as easy as anything,” spoke up 
Rags. “We could tie you up, an’ you’d be here till some- 
one come. Then you could easy tell ’em how you was sur- 
prised. You'd better take our money first an’ hide it some- 
where, though. Then you could git it later.” 


The last words touching on the money question decided 
the thing. 


The two jailers talked in whispers for a minute or two, 
and then Number One said: 

“Well, we'll take ther risk, prowidin’ that if you’re 
caught ag’in you won’t say anything about how we let you 
git away.” 


~ 


“We'll never say a word, not if they hang us!” declared 
the villainous trio. 

Then the jailers, who were rascally fellows, anyhow, 

talked together a little more. 

One of them went to the door and took a look around. 

“There is too many around fur you fellers to git away 
now,” he said. 
good if you git out of ther jail.” 

“We'll take ther chances,” answered Dick Doolittle. 
“You’ve got some hats an’ coats around here that we could 
put on to make us look different, I reckon. We could take 
your two hats an’ coats, anyhow.” 


“T’ve got an idea,” spoke up Number Two, suddenly. 
“Mhere’s ther horse’ an’ covered wagon out back in ther 


barn. JI was to go to ther store this afternoon fur our 
week’s supplies. You could take that an’ git away, ll 
bet!” 


“T’l] bet we could, too!” exclaimed Ike Boots. ‘ Well, 
here’s all ther money I’ve got, ’cept a few dollars that Vl 
need to run me till I git hold of somethin’. There’s a little 
over two hundred fur yer.” . 


“An’ here’s three hundred,” spoke up Rags. “I ain’t so 
bad off as some folks might have thought.” 

“ An’ here’s three thousand dollars,” added Dick Doolit- 
tle, producing a roll of bills. “If you want my watch an’ 
diamond pin, youre welcome to ’em; but if you should 
happen to be found with ’em it might make it look a little 
bad fur yer.” i 

“That’s so,” and the two men shook their heads. 


“Nothin’ is impossible in @ 


“YT don’t see how it is goin’ to do you any 
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one, 
“That’s right,” chimed in the other. 


The money was handed over and the two rascally jailers | to drive fast, and even lighted his pipe as the horse jogged 


carefully concealed it on their persons. 

They put it in the linings of their coats, in their shoes 
and in their tobacco pouches after they had divided it 
equally. 

“T ouess it is all right,” remarked Number One. “They 
won’t know but that we had ther money afore, if they 
should happen to find it on us.” 

Dick Doolittle nodded. 

Number Two went out and took a look around again. 

_ He ‘reported all right when he came in. 

“T reckon ther sheriff is over at ther corner ginmill 
havin’ a good time,” said his companion. “Now, we'll git 
ther ropes an’ ther gags ready. You want to fix one of us 
so we kin holler out in case no one~comes along very soon.” 


“All right,” answered the mob leader. “Jest come in 
here an’ we'll fix you up.” 
With just the least show of hesitation, the two jailers 
unlocked the heavy door and walked into the strongroom. 
The three villains went right at work at them. 
~ Jn five minutes they had them bound and gagged so it 
was impossible for either of them to give the alarm. 
“You might take it in your head to holler afore we 
wanted yer to,” said Beer with a grin. “Now, then, Vil 
jest take this here stool an’ bat you both over the heads a 


couple of times to make it look as though it was real.” 


The villain suited the action to the words and dealt the | 
two helpless jailers blows that were almost sufficient to | 
stun them. 

This was not to their liking, but the two men who had 
betrayed their trust were in for it now. 

The three scoundrels took their weapons, and then going 
out into the other room, possessed themselves of what 
clothing there was to be found and changed their appear- 
ance. 

“T reckon we better git our money back,’’ observed Dick 
Doolittle, as they were ready to go. “It ain’t no use of 
goim’ away from here almost busted.” 

“That’s so!” exclaimed Ike Boots, and he made a dive 
for the helpless jailers. 

‘While they writhed and struggled, the money was taken 
from the hiding-places about them and then with a mock- 
ing laugh the leader of the trio exclaimed: 

“Boys, we’re ever so much obliged to you. Goodby!” 

Out of the jail they sneaked into the rear lot. 

The barn was very close to the building and they soon 
were in it, hitching the horse to the covered wagon. 

They soon got ready, and then Ike Boots, who looked 
more like one of the jailers than either of his companions, 
got on the seat, and, taking the lines, drove out of the jail- 
yard on the street. 

It was quite a-daring thing to do, but the villains were 
willing to take any sort of a risk to save their necks. 

They met plenty of people, but Boots drove on in an un- 
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et guess you'd better keep ther watch an’ diamond,” said ' Voneermsd way, while his companions lay in the back of 
| the wagon. 
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Boots carried out his part well, for he did not attempt 


along. — 

But he did not drive to the store. 

Instead, he took a sort of trail that ran off to the right, 
and once into the woods he let the horse go at a faster 
gait. 


3 
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“We oughter run across one of ther gang in a few © 
minutes,” he said. “An’ if we do we kin send fur ther | 
horses. Then I reckon we’ll be all right.” | 

“We'd better send fur somethin’ to make us look differ- 
ent,” spoke up Dick Doolittle. “If we had our horses we'd. 






give ourselves away putty quick.” — 


“Why can’t we go to ther Injun camp that’s out here?” 
suggested Rags. “I reckon they'd fix us up an’ let us have 
horses if we was to pay *em enough. They wouldn’t tell 
on us, either.” 4 

“Good!” cried Dick Doolittle. “Rags, you’ve certainly 
got a great head on you, an’ no mistake!” ‘ 

“That’s a fact,” and Boots nodded in a delighted man- 
ner, “Ther camp ain’t far from here, so I reckon we'd 
better turn ther horse aroun an’ start him back fur ther 
jail.” 

“Yes, Is everything all right?” queried the leader. 

“There ain’t a soul in sight.” 

“Then out we go!” 

All three sprang out of the wagon, and then Boots took 
the horse by the head and turned it around. | 

“Git ap!” he cried, as he struck the animal a smart blow 
with a switch he broke from an overhanging limb. “Light 
out! You’ve done your part.” 

Away went the horse, the wagon rattling along as 
though there was a hurry call somewhere. 

The villains soon came to a well-beaten path that ran 
through the woods, and, taking it, hurried along. 

In ten minutes they came in sight of a small camp of- 
Indians. | 

A number of mongrel dogs set in to bark when they ap- 
proached, but they were used to coming in contact with 
such eurs, so they paid little or no attention to them. 


The camp had been there for nearly a month. a | 

The Indians were Sioux, and they had been making” | 
their living by selling game to the miners and stealing all ij 
they could. 


Dick Doolittle and his two companions were not any 
more acquainted with them than the average resident of 
Deadwood, but they well knew the nature of a redskin. 


Money would do almost everything with them. 
Two old squaws hastened to meet them the moment they 
entered the limits of the camp. | 


“What paleface braves want?” said one. | 
“We want to see your chief,” replied the leader of the 3 
trio. “We want to see him right away, too.” 


He handed each of the squaws a silver dollar. 
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They ran to the most gaudy of the tepees in the camp 


: as though their very lives depended upon it. 
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~ much there was in the roll. 
_ faces. 


_ The next minute a dirty-looking Indian attired princi- 
pally in a faded army blanket and wearing a tangled mass 


_ of eagle feathers in his hair, appeared. 


The three had followed the squaws and were right near 
the tepee when he came out. 
“How ?” said he in the Indian fashion of greeting a pale- 


face friend. 


“Putty good,” answered Doolittle. “Chief, we want to 
talk to you a few minutes.” 

Out came a handful of money, which was held before 
the chief’s eyes, 

“Ugh! Palefaces come inside tepee!” exclaimed the red- 
skin. 

They lost no time in accepting the invitation. 

“Chief,” said Doolittle, handing him the money he had 


in his hand, which must have easily amounted to a hun- 
dred dollars, “we want-you to help us. 


after us, an’ is goin’ to hang us if he catches us.” 
“What for?” asked the chief, as he took the money and 
began counting it. 


“Because we was at ther head of ther gang what made} 


things howl in ther town the last couple of days.” 
“Uch!” orunted the redskin, when he had found- how 

“Yellow Arm friend of pale- 

He help ’em.” 

“Good! Now, jest fix us up so we look like Injuns an’ 


| let us hide here in camp fur awhile, an’ you'll git as much 
more money as I jest give you. 


We must have good grub 
while we’re here, though.” 
“Palefaces talk wise. They =hall be treated right.” 
Evidently the chief was not going to divide the money 


“with any of his ‘followers, for he proceeded to fix up the 


three fugitives from jail himself. 

He had a mixed assortment of clothing in the tepee and 
he picked out what he thought would suit them best and 
told them to put on the togs. 

When they had done so he got a handful of berries, and, 


squeezing the juice from them, proceeded to darken their 


faces and hands. 


Twenty minutes later the three villains would scarcely 
have been recognized. 


eae CHAPTER IX. 
OUR FRIENDS ARE FOOLED. 


When Young Wild West made his appearance before the 


_ troop of cavalry the captain instantly dismounted and hur- 
_ ried toward him with a welcoming smile. 

“How do you do, Wild?” he cried. 

_ to meet you here in Deadwood.” 
Nor did I expect to meet you, Captain Darling,” re- 


: P ae our hero, as he shook hands warmly with him. 
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19 
took a little run over with my cowboy band and got here 
just as there was a riot in progress. How have you been, 
captain?” ; 

“Fine!” was the answer. “Things have been pretty dull 
for the past month, and when we got word from the sheriff 
that troops were wanted here to quell a disturbance we 
came in short order. The mob has quieted down, I sup- 
pose?” 

“Yes, quite considerable.” 

“TI suppose you had something to do with quieting 
them?” 

“Well, my cowboy band had something to do with it, I 
suppose. We played a tune for them that seemed to charm 
a lot of them.” 

Wild was really pleased to meet the captain of the troop- 
ers. ‘ 
He had become acquainted with him over a year before, | 
and they had been through an Indian campaign together. 
He told him just what the situation in Deadwood was, 
and suggested that it would be a good idea for the cavalry 
to ride through the town before night and let the people. 
see them. | 

Captain Darling said he would do this, and then, after a 
little further talk, he decided to camp right there. 

The troopers were a jolly lot of fellows, and they soon 
became on very friendly,terms with the cowboys. 

Wild sent one of his men for the sheriff, and then he 
told the four musicians to go ahead and play some music. 

It was thoroughly enjoyed by all, and when the sheriff 
got there he leaped off his horse and danced a breakdown 
for them. 


He was very glad to see the cavalrymen, for now he was 
certain that things would be straightened out in the town — 
in short order. 

“T reckon we’ve got ther ones we want,” he said, when 
he got down to talking business. “Dick Doolittle is safe in 
ther jail. There will be a hangin’ afore to-morrer night, 
fur I reckon it won’t take but a few minutes to git a jury 
that’ll convict him.” 

The sheriff then started in and related the whole cireum- 
stances connected with the riot. 

It took him some little time to do this, as he went into 
details. 


It was along about four in the afternoon when he said — 
he guessed he would go down to the jail and see how things 
were. 

He had just mounted his horse when a man came run- 
ning up all out of breath. 

“Ther prisoners has got outer ther jail!” he panted ex- 
citedly, and then he paused because he could say nothing 
further just then. 

“What!” roared the astonished sheriff, while our friends 
and cavalry captain looked in surprise at the messenger. 

“That’s jest what’s ther matter,” said the man, when he 
had recovered. “Dick Doolittle an’ ther other two fellers 
has got out of jail!” 

_ “How in thunder is that?” yelled the sheriff, flying into 
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a rage. 
"em ?” 

“They tied an’ gagged ’em afore they went. They took 
ther horse an’ wagon out of ther barn an’ got away that 
way. Ther horse come back without anyone drivin’ him, 


-an’ that’s how they come to find it out.” 


“That’s what I calls putty tough!’ observed Cheyenne 
Charlie. “After we caught ’em so nice, too! Sheriff, you 


must be runnin’ a queer sort of jail to let such men as that 


to stay an’ guard your prisoners.” 

“T don’t understand it,” said the sheriff, shaking his 
head in a puzzled way. “Ther guards shouldn’t have gone 
in by ’em at all. There was room enough between ther 
bars in ther door to hand grub into them; an’, then what 


made ’em let ther scoundrels git ther hest of ’em, any- 


how 2” 


“Perhaps they wanted them to,” observed our hero, 


quietly. 


| ) et 
“You mean that perhaps the jailers let them go and suf- 


fered themselves to be bound and gagged just for a blind?” 


spoke up Captain Darling. 

“Such a thing might be. I won’t say that it was, but I 
should like to question the two men who were on guard, 
just the same.” 

“Well, I reckon you kin do that, Young Wild West!” 
cried the sheriff, who was now as mad as a wet hen. “Jest 
git on your horse an’ ride over to ther jail with me, will 
your” 

rth: yes! I will do that, * rvephed Wild. 

“T guess we will all take a ride over that way,” spoke 
up the cavalry captain. , 

“That’s right!” exclaimed Young Wild West. 
on, bdys!”’ 

When he said this it meant that the entire band of cow- 
boys were to go. 

They got a hustle on them and were soon nopaind and 
ready. 


“Come 


Then the troopers and cowboys, with Young Wild West 
and the sheriff at their head, started for the main street 
of the town. 


- Their appearance created considerable excitement. 

Men left their work to find out what it was all about, 
and the rascals who had taken part in the riot began to 
tremble in their boots. 

“Go right ahead and lead the boys,” Wild said to the 
scout when they neared the jail. “I will go with the 
sheriff and try to find out something about this escaping 
business.”’ 

“All right,” replied Charlie: 

“We will take a little ride through the town, just to 
show them that we are here and ready for business,” said 
Captain Darlmg, as our hero and the sheriff turned off. 

“That's right. We will meet at the stockyard again, 


I suppose?” 


“Yes; I shall make my headquarters there while we stay 
in Deadwood.” 
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I 
“Where was ther two men I left there in charge of 


The bugle sounded and then our hero turned for the a 


jail with the sheriff. 


When they got there quite a crowd hung about the en- 


trance. _ 

The two men who had been found bound and gagged 
were the center of attraction and ‘were explaining how it all 
happened. 

Of course, they did not tell the whole truth; it would 
not have been good policy for them to do so. 

The minute Wild laid eyes on them he felt satisfied that 
they were keeping something back. 

“You are what I call two putty galoots to go an’ let them 
fellers git away like that!” thundered the sheriff when he 
reached the center of the crowd and paused before the two 
keepers of the jail. 

“Couldn’t be helped, sheriff,” said one. 
ther least idea they was goin’ to go fur us. 
door to ° 

“What in thunder did you open ther door fur?” inter- 
rupted the sheriff. “Didn’t you know that Dick Doolittle 


“We hadn’t 





| is about as desperate a galoat as lives in Deadwood? What 


did you open ther door fur?” 
“Well, we was q 
“Never mind tellin’ me. 

did you open ther door fur? There was no need of doin’ 

it, an’ it’s a pity they chert shoot you dead when you 

done it!” 


“Let me talk to them,” interposed our hero, stepping up 
to the two men. 

“Go ahead, Young Wild West. I don’t care if you put 
a bullet or two through ’em. They’re ther two biggest 
fools I’ve seen in many a day!” 
Wild now fixed his eyes on those of one of the men. 





“What were you doing when the three men attacked _ 


you?” he asked. 

“T had,a pitcher of water in my hand, which I was 
goin’ to hand to my mate, so he could give it to Dick Doo- 
little,” was the reply, while the fellow showed unmistaka- 
ble signs of being uneasy. 

“Who did they pounce on first, you or your partner?” 

“They jumped on him first.” 

“What did you do then?” 

“T dropped ther pitcher an’ tried to help my pard.” 


“Did the pitcher break when it struck the stone floor?” q 


The man became confused at this. 
“T_T don’t know,” he answered, hesitatingly. 


“Sheriff, just go inside and see if ty pitcher broke, ” 


Wild said, quietly. 


The sheriff did so. 
“No!” he shouted from ther door. 
broke, an’, 


stickin’ in it.” 
“Just about what I thought,” said Wild. 
is telling an untruth, sheriff. I am satisfied of that.” 
The face of the man turned ashen. 


I opened ther 


What I want to know is, what 


“Ther pitcher ain’t 
what’s more, it’s on ther tray in ther corner — 
jest where T left it last night with a bunch of flowers — 


“This man 
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“J forgot,” he hastened to say. “I didn’t have ther|such fellows as you are ought to be sent away to some 


pitcher when they jumped on us. I was goin’ to git it.” 

“That’s right,” spoke up the other fellow. 

“T euess you had better tell the truth in this matter,” 
our hero retorted. “It will be all the better with you in 
the end. If the sheriff finds that you let the villains go he 
might take a notion to hang you fellows in place of them.” 

This so enraged the man who had said but little that 
he made a leap for the boy and tried to grab him by the 
throat. : 

Wild promptly knocked him down with a blow of his 
fist. | 

“Tf you feel like trying that, just do so,” he said, turn- 
ing coolly to the other. 

“You ain’t got no right to accuse us of somethin’ we 
didn’t do,’’ was the reply. 

“Well, I wouldn’t accuse you if I didn’t feel certain of 
it. You see, I have a way of reading people pretty well, 
and I can’t help thinking that you fellows set the prisoners 
free. As I helped to eapture them, I feel a little interested 
in them, and I am not going to allow any one who aided 
them to go around free in this town. The proper place for 
you two is the cell the others came out of.” 

‘Aw’ that’s jest where they'll go, if you say ther word!” 


exclaimed the sheriff. 


The man who had been knocked down was on his feet 
again now, and though he made no move to renew the 


attack he was evidently waiting to get a chance at Wild. 


When the sheriff spoke about locking them up he sud- 
denly whipped out a revolver and fired at our hero. 

But Young Wild West divined his intention, and, drop- 
ping suddenly, the bullet went over his head and struck a 
man behind him in the shoulder. 

The man dropped with a howl of pain. 

Then Wild shot upward like a cat and knocked the 
weapon from the rascal’s hand. 

Realizing that it was all up with him, the jailer grap- 
pled with the boy and strove to throw him from him, so he 
could get away. 

But he had made a big mistake. 

Young Wild West let himself loose, to use the expres- 


sion, and in less than two seconds the fellow was on his 


back. 

Then with apparent ease he disarmed him. 

“Put him in the lockup, sheriff,” he said, calmly. “That 
is the place for him.” 

“Right you are, Young Wild West!’” was the reply. 

There were willing hands to help the sheriff, and in less 
than two minutes both the jailers were in the strongroom 
where the three scoundrels had escaped from. 

Once there they broke down and confessed just what they 


had done. 


Wild listened to them with a smile of contempt. 
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iturned off from the street, and they were not long in find- 








country where no one but fools exist.” | 
“Say! let us out, won’t you? We've both got fami- i) 
lies to look after!” pleaded the one who had fired at our 


hero. ; 
“T guess not!” roared the sheriff. “You shot a man, an’ 
it ain’t known yet whether he’s goin’ to live or die. If he ; 
does die, then youll swing!” rr 
Then the pair began to ery like a couple of schoolboys. 'e 
“Come!” said Wild, turning to the sheriff. “Just place 4 
someone you can trust in charge of the jail, and we will 7 


start out to hunt up the scoundrels who escaped. It won’t 
do to allow them to be running about the country.” 

“T reckon it won’t,” was the retort. “Il soon have my 
nephew here. J’ve sent fur him. I'll leave him an’ three 
deputies in charge, an’ then we’ll commence ther hunt. It 
ain’t likely that they have gone so far, since they left ther 
horse an’ wagon an’ took out on foot.” . 

“It may be that they. have stolen horses to ride away,” 

said Wild. ‘We must find out.” 

A few minutes later the two were riding in the direction 
the wagon had gone when it came out of the jailyard. 

Out on the main street they met the cowboys and caval- 
rymen. | 

Young Wild West called Cheyenne Charlie and Jim 
Dart and told them what was in the wind. 

Then they set out on the trail in earnest. 

There were several to show them where the jail-wagon 


ing the tracks made by it, since the ground was soft and 
wagons seldom went that way. 





When they came to the place where it had been ‘piemed 
around and started on the back track Wild called a halt. 

He dismounted and made a search about the spot, but 
was forced to acknowledge that he could not tell which 
direction the three villains had taken. 

“They went into the woods, that’s certain,” he said. 
“But which way—that is the question?” 

“Maybe they went to git horses somewhere,” suggested 
the sheriff. 
~ ©Ves, but where would they be apt to get them around 
here ?” 

“T don’t know, unless they got ’em from ther Injuns 
what’s camped back here. They had plenty of money, 
you see.” . 

“That looks reasonable. Just take us to the Indian 
camp.” 

“Tt’s right over this way, and the sheriff headed his horse 
in the proper direction. 

In a short time they came in sight of the camp. 

Several braves and squaws came to meet them and asked 
them what they wanted to buy. : 

Wild thought he would try a little strategy on them. 

He knew that if Dick Doolittle and his companions had 


“Tf ever two men were served aright, you are the two,”; bought horses of them they surely had cautioned the red- 
he said. “You might have known that they would take|skins to remain quiet about it. 


a the money back after they had you in their power. Oh! 


“Have you got any more horses to sell?” | poe 








“Yes,” answered one of them. “Me tell Yellow Arm, 
the chief. He sell you horses.” 

The chief soon came out to them. 

“We want two horses, the same as the three you sold 
this afternoon,” said our hero, watching him keenly. — 

He knew quite well that an Indian’s face is like a stone 
when he wants to keep still on a certain subject. 

“Me sell no horses to-day,” replied the redskin, shaking 
his head and not moving a muscle of his face to show that 
he was surprised or whether he expected the question to 
be asked. 

“Yes, yer did,” spoke up the sheriff. “You sold three 
horses to ther three scoundrels what got out of ther jail 
this afternoon.” 

The Indian shrugged his shoulders. 

“How Yellow Arm know that men got out of jail?” he 
asked. 

“Then yowll admit that you sold them horses?” 

“Yes, me sell horses two hours ago. Men pay good price 
and go away. They say not to tell, but me know you, 
sheriff, so me tell you.” 

“Which way did they go?” questioned Wild, believing 


- that the chief was telling the truth. 


The Indian pointed to the trail that led off és the south- 
east. 

“They go that way,” he said. 

“They’ve got a putty good start on us, I reckon,” spoke 
up Cheyenne Charlie. 

“That’s so,” nodded Jim Dart. 
to do about it, Wild?” 

“Catch them!” was the quick reply. 

Then our hero took a good look about the dirty camp 


“What are you going 


--and turned his horse around. 


It was one of the few times in his life that Young Wild 
West was deceived by Indian cunning, for the three vil- 
lains were right there in camp. 


CHAPTER X. 


WILD LEARNS A WHOLE LOT. 


Young Wild West and his two partners and the sheriff 
soon left the Indian camp and started the way the chief 
had told them the three men had gone. 

- They followed the road until after darkness set in, and 
then they came upon a party of miners riding toward Dead- 
wood. 

From them they learned that no horsemen had been met, 
and then Wild began to think that perhaps the Indian chief 
had lied to them. 

When he had talked with the miners a few minutes he 
came to the conclusion that it would have been impossible 
for the three villains to have passed them, as the trail ran 
over a dangerous part of the mountain where the meeting 
would most likely have occurred, and there was no other 
way for them to go. 
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“Boys,” said our hero, turning to his companion, “I 
guess we have been fooled.” 

“Tt looks that way,” Jim Dart admitted. 

“Tf we have that Injun chief wants to look out for him- 
self,” observed Cheyenne Charlie. “I'll pull all ther 
feathers out of his hair, ther measly coyote!” 

It was soon decided that they should ride back with the 
miners, and they accordingly did so. 

It was late when they reached Deadwood, and, parting 
company with the miners at one of the hotels and leaving 
the sheriff at the jail, our friends went to their camp in the 
stockyards. 

“How did yer make out?” queried Sam Spud. 

“Rather bad, I guess,” replied Wild, who was not in a 
disposition to talk just then. 

When he got deceived by anyone he generally felt angry 
over it until it was straightened out. 

And he meant to straighten this matter out by catching 
the three villains. 

Cheyenne Charlie gave the cowboys all the information 
they wanted in his own peculiar way, and they vowed that. 
they were ready to go on a hunt for Dick Doolittle at any 
time. 


Wild heard them expressing themselves in this way, so 
he said: 

“T will let you know when to start on the hunt. As soon 
as I have something to eat I am going out to try and locate 
them. I am going alone.” , 

It was a pretty late supper that our hero had, but he did 
not seem to mind the delay. 

The fact was that he was used to such things. 

When he got through he picked up his rifle and started 
away on foot. 


Both Cheyenne Charlie and Jim Dart “ue have been 
pleased to go with him, but they did not ask him. 

They knew his ways pretty well by this time, and they 
realized his object in going out alone. 

He had been deceived by the Indian chief, and there 


|} was where he was bound. 


They were right on this. 

Young Wild West was going to pay a visit to the Indian 
camp unknown to those in it. : 

He was going to find out what had become of the three 
villains who had made their escape from the jail if he 
possibly could. 

It was past the hour of ten when our hero reached the 
outskirts of the camp. 

So cautious had he been in his approach that the dogs 
did not even hear him. 

Closer and closer he worked his way, and soon he was 
within twenty feet of the tepee occupied by the chief. 

That was the point he had been working for. 

He was lying flat on the ground now, and between two 


other tepees. 


He could hear heavy breathing in both tepees, and that 
told him that the occupants were asleep. 
But Yellow Arm, the chief, had not turned in yet, for 
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e’ self. 


he was seated on a log, smoking and talking with three 
seeming Indian braves, who lounged on their blankets be- 
fore him. 

When Wild got himself into a comfortable position he 
settled down to listen and hear what the chief and his com- 
panions were talking about. 

It was just about that time that one of the three on the 
ground laughed. 


Young Wild West gave a start. 
“That was the laugh of a white man,” he muttered. 
“Ah! I guess I’m on the right track now. I’ll just venture 
a little closer. If I do get caught ’m not afraid of any 
such a gang as that.” | 


He moved toward a clump of bushes that was right at 
the side of the chief’s tepee, and then once more he settled 
down to listen. 


“Ugh!” he heard the chief say, “Palefaces no get In- 
dians in trouble. If they want to steal away the paleface 
maiden they must not bring her to the camp of Yellow 
Arm. Yellow Arm wants to stay here with his braves and 
his squaws, because he can make money here.” 

“Well,” said the voice of Dick Doolittle, which Wild 
recognized without the least difficulty, “you see how easy 
it was to fool Young Wild West to-day. I reckon it could 
be done ag’in, all right. You are a smart chief, Yellow 
Arm, an’ you kin make money by helpin’ me in ther 
scheme I’ve got in my head. I want to steal ther gal jest 
when she’s all ready to git married to ther cowboy to-mor- 
rer night. I kin work it, I know I kin, fur Rags is goin’ 
to put in his best licks, an’ when he does that we can’t be 
beat. Ike, he’s somewhat slow, but he knows enough to do 
what he’s told. What we want to do is to sneak into ther 
house where ther weddin’ is to take place an’ git ther gal 
when she’s gittin’ ready to be married. They'll be waitin’ 


~ fur her to come downstairs an’ she’ll be miles away afore 


they find out she ain’t there. I jest want to do it this way 


, _ to show Young Wild West that he ain’t ther smartest feller 
in ther world, not by any means.” 


“He might be fooled, but he ain’t ther one to stand up 
before when there’s any shootin’ to be done,” spoke up an- 
other of the disguised trio, whom Wild instantly recognized 
as Ike Boots. “But I reckon it ain’t goin’ to be sich a hard 
thing to do to git ther gal, as they won’t be thinkin’ of 
such a thing as us bein’ around. It’ll be an easy thing to 
do, chief. All’s you’ve got to do is to let us have ther 
horses an’ not say anything about it. You hed to-day fur 


us, an’ I reckon you kin do it ag’in, prowidin’ you’re paid 


fur it.” 
The redskin thought a moment and then retorted: 
“All right. Palefaces can have horses for thousand dol- 
lars.” 
“Good enough!” exclaimed the three villains in a breath. 
Wild felt like making his presence known, but a thought 


struck him by which he could make things turn out better. 
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house to-morrow night and then I will appear before them — 
so suddenly that their heads will swim, I'll bet!” 3 

Having arrived at this conclusion, he laid there and lis- 
tened to all they had to say. 

From their conversation he got the full details of what 
they proposed to do. : 

It was certainly a novel, not to say daring plan. 

The three villains were to sneak into the Pett house in 
the early part of the evening and wait for an opportunity 
to catch the girl. 


They expected to have a good chance while she was 
getting ready for the ceremony. 

They figuréd on her mother being with her, but they 
meant to overpower her and bind and gag her. 

Then from a window they would lower the helpless form 
of the bride and ride off with her to some wild spot to 
marry him. 

This was the latest scheme of the villainous gambler, — 
and he thought it a good one. | 

Wild thought it was not. 

Our hero crept away from the camp with a smile on his 
face. 

“We'll see all about it to-morrow night, Dick Doolittle,” 
he muttered. “There will be a lively time at the wedding, 
I’ll bet! My cowboy band will play the same old tune, 
too!” | 

He hurried along through the woods and soon reached 
the stockyard. 

“How did you make out, Wild?” Cheyenne Charlie 
asked. 

“First rate, Charlie,” was the reply. 

“Have you got any idea where the three scoundrels are?” 
spoke up Jim Dart. 

ey as.?? 

“When are we goin’ to chase em up?” queried the scout. 

“We won’t have to do that. They will come right to 
8.” 

“What!” cried his two partners in a breath. 

“That’s just it, boys. They will come right to us, and 
all we will have to do is to grab them.” 

“Ts that a fact, Wild?” Charlie asked, looking in sur- 
prise at our hero. 

“Just wait and you will see that it is.” 

“Oh, tell us somethin’ what you’ve found out, won’t 
you?” 

Wild concluded that he had better, or they would not 
sleep any that night. 

So he told them just what he had seen and heard at the 
camp of the Indians. 

“Ah!” exclaimed Charlie, when-he had finished. “So 
that’s how it is? Well, when we git them three féllers we 
oughter go an’ make ther redskin chief know a thing or 
two. I ain’t a citizen of Deadwood, but I’ve come to ther 
quick conclusion that he ain’t got no right around here. 


“Tl let them go ahead with their game,” he said to him-; He’s got to sneak an’ take his gang with him, jest as sure 





| “They will get nipped just as they think they have}as my name is Cheyenne Charlie!” 
: _ everything their own way. I'll let them get right to the 


“That is certain,” nodded our hero. 
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“T hate a redskin, anyhow, an’ when one is smart 
enough to fool me, I hate him worse than ever.” 

x “Well, never mind about it now. It is something that 

“ will keep. We will go to sleep, and to-morrow we will 
make all arrangements. Things are going to turn out all 
right, boys. Our visit to Deadwood is going to be a howl- 
ing success.” 

“An’ ther folks will remember ther tune Young Wild 
West’s Cowboy Band played for a long while to come,” 
chuckled the scout. 

“You bet they will!” added Jim. 


They said nothing to any of the cowboys that night, but: 


went to sleep in their quarters. 

The next morning they were up at the usual ids and 
after breakfast Wild called Willis aside and told him what 
was in the wind. 

The cowboy was much surprised and agitated when he 
heard of the foul plot to steal his bride, but he was soon 
reassured. 

“Don’t you worry a bit,” said our hero. “And don’t 
you say a word-to the young lady until I tell you what to 
say to her. This is important, as I don’t want anything to 

'*. leak out.” 

“You can depend on it that I will do exactly as you say, 
ir,” Willis declared earnestly. 

“The wedding is going through just as it is planned for, 
with the exception that there will be an interruption of a 
few minutes, so you have nothing to worry over.” 

“All right, sir.” 

After awhile Wild mounted his horse and rode into town 
to see the sheriff. 

He found him at the jail talking with a couple of men 
from the express bank. 

Then he was gratified to learn that the loss from the 
raid on the bank amounted to absolutely nothing. 

The rioters had failed to get into the vault, and, beyond 
the smashing of glass and a slight damage to the building, 
nothing was wrong. 

But the men were very anxious that the leader of the 
mob should be caught and punished. 


“Well, if that is the case, why don’t you make it your 
business to catch the leader of the rioters, then?” said 
Wild. “You may consider it your business, but I don’t 
You just stated that not a cent in cash was taken from the 
bank.” 

“But we want the villain punished, just the same.” 

“Why don’t you punish him, then?” 

Wild was getting a little nettled. 

“Well, if you know where he is you should be compelled 
to tell,” went on the man. 

“Well, if you think you can make me tell, go ahead and 
do so!” 

“You are rather impertinent for a boy, I think.” 

“And I think you are rather impudent for a man.” 

‘“T’ve a notion to slap your face and teach you a litle 
manners. If it were not that you had your belt full of 
weapons I believe I would do so.” 

Young Wild West quickly unbuckled his belt and laid it 
on a table. 

“Go ahead and slap my face!” he said, walking up to 
the insulting fellow. 

“T will!” almost shrieked the banker, who was now as 


|} mad as a hornet. 


He made an effort to do it, but failed. 

Wild caught him by both arms and shook him as a 
terrier shakes a rat. 

“T won’t hit you,” he said, coolly. “You are too inno- 
cent for that. Now, sit down and behave y@urself.” 

Bang! 

The man went down into a chair behind him with such — 
force that the bottom was nearly driven in. 

Malcolm was a very dazed man for a minute or two. 

Then he got up, 

“T want to apologize,” he said, putting out his hand. _ 

“Tt isn’t necessary,” retorted our hero, not noticing the - 
proffered hand. “Sheriff, when you are through with 
these men I would like to speak to you on important busi- 
ness.” 


The men from the bank were a very crestfallen couple. 
It dawned upon them then that Young Wild West had 


“We'll have him if he kin be had, won’t we, Young|come to impart to the sheriff the information he had in 


Wild West?” exclaimed the sheriff. 
“Oh, we will have him soon enough,” our hero replied, 


with a smile. “Just take it easy, and inside of twenty-four | out. 


hours Dick Doolittle will be in jail, or else dead.” 


regard to Dick Doolittle. 
“Good-day, gentlemen!” they said, and then they passed 


. 


“Ta, ha, ha!’ laughed the sheriff before they were out 


“You seem to be pretty positive of that, by the way you) of hearing. “Young Wild West, if you didn’t serve that 


talk,” observed one of the men from the bank. 
“Well, I am,” was the reply. 
“Do you know where he is?” 


i) that ought to be sufficient.” 
“Yes, but 
“You'd better keep still,” interrupted the sheriff. 








feller jest right I never seen anyone what was! I reckon 
they oughter be satisfied ther way it is now. A hundred 
dollars will fix ther bank buildin’ all right agin, an’ what’s 


Pe “Well, that is a leading question. I will attend to him—/ ther use of makin’ a big time about it? . Deadwood ain’t 


Chicago, or even Denver. We’ve got to take things as 
they come here.” 
“Well, I think you are right on that point, sheriff. I 


| “Young Wild West is a feller what never tells everyone his| came over to tell you that we are going to capture Dick 


own. business.” 


now,” insisted the man. 





Doolittle and his two partners, Ike Boots and Rags, to- 


“But this is our business, more than anyone else’s just | night.” 


“What!” ; 
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“IT mean what I say.” 


| Wild then told him all about it, and when he had fin-}on a line with the sheriff’s 


ished the honest-hearted -head of the county fairly hugged 
him with delight. 
“Youre a dandy, Young Wild West!” he exclaimed. 


“You're a dandy, an’ no mistake!” 
x 


{ 


t 


| : CHAPTER XI. 


. PREPARATIONS FOR THE WEDDING. 


| Wild and the sheriff took a walk down to the principal 
hotel in the town and found that it was running in the 
usual way. 
The proprietor informed them that he was not going to 
press charges against anyone, as he had received word that 
enough money would be made up to pay for all the damage 
oan at had been done and that it would be forthcoming that 
night. 
The fact was that the biggest damage done was to the 
hotel, since something like a thousand dollars’ worth of 
stock had been used by the mob. 
While they were talking and smoking two strangers 
rode up and dismounted. 
_ They came in the hotel in a very easy 
sort of fashion. 
“Where’s the proprietor?” bawled out the taller of the 
“T’m lookin’ fur information, I am!” 


“What kin I do 
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two in a loud voice. 
“Here I am,” spoke up the hotel man. 
for you, stranger?” 
“A whole lot, if you’re any sort of a man. I’m Dick 
Doolittle’s brother, an’ I jest come over from Spondulicks, 
E as I heard there’d been some trouble here. I heard they 
~ had Dick in ther lockup, an’ come over to git him out.” 
_ “He was in ther lockup,” retorted the proprietor. “But 
I reckon they don’t know where he is now.” 
“Did he git out of jail?” the tall man asked in surprise. 
CV eg. 7? F 
“Good enough!” 
“He got out, but it won’t be many hours before he is in 
jail again,” spoke up Wild, fixing his eyes on the tall man. 
“What! You don’t mean that, do you, young feller?” 
“Yes, I mean it,” was the reply. “He got out because 
_ two men were foolish enough to let him, 


- to either be put back there or die in his tracks.” 


“T reckon not. I‘m his brother, an’ I guess this man 
Where will draw his charge what he’s put in ag’in him, won’t 
| you, boss?” and he turned to the landlord. 

“7 never made any charges ag’in Dick Doolittle in par- 
- ticular, ” was the retort. 

“We can’t pee whose brother Dick Doolittle is. We’ve 
- got to git him, an’ he’s got to harig!” exclaimed the sheriff, 
_ bringing his fist down on the bar with a bang. “I’m ther 
_ sheriff of this county, an’ when I says a thing I means it!” 
“Well, you jest take back what you said, or they’ll be 
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lookin’ for another sheriff right away!” 


be 


going to take a hand!” he said, coolly. 


but he’s going| waving hats, 


The tall man had drawn his revolver now and he had it 
heart. 
Before anything further could be said Young Wild West 


knocked the weapon from the man’s hand and covered him 


with his shooter. 

“Tf there’s going to be any shooting done in here, I am 
“T guess you can’t 
run this town, my friend, nor even thé smallest part of it. 
You just turn your face toward where you came from and 
get a hustle on you, or you'll never live to see Dick Doo- 
little hanged. Hurry, now! I mean what I say!” 

There was a deep silence ds this command was given. 

The crowd in the hotel bar held their breath, it seemed. 

But Young Wild West meant business. 

The hand that held the revolver leveled at the tall 
man’s head was as steady as a rock, and the look that — 
shone from the dark, handsome eyes spoke volumes. 

Suddenly the other stranger made a reach for his shooter. 

Biff! 

Wild’s left fist shot out and caught him squarely under 
the chin. 


Down he went to the floor, and then out came the boy’s 
other revolver. 

“Get up!” he cried, sternly; “get up, and then the pair 
of you get out of town as quick as your horses can carry 
you! Do as I say, or I'll make sieves of you!” 

The man scrambled to his feet in a hurry. 

“Come on, Bill!” he exclaimed. “It’s too warm fur us 
here, that’s certain!” 

Then, much to the surprise of the majority of the crowd, 
the two turned and went out to their horses. 

They lost no time in mounting them, and rode off at a 
gallop down the road that led out of Deadwood. 

“Tflooray fur Young Wild West!” shouted the sheriff, 
waving his hat. “Hooray, boys! Let your lungs out, 
now!” 

A deafening cheer went up, and smilingly Wild took off 
his hat and bowed. 

“Set ’em up fur all hands!” said the head of the county 
when the din had subsided. 

This was done, and then Wild left the place. 

It was near noon, and he wanted to post Willis what to 
do at the wedding. 

He walked back to the camp, followed by cheers and 
which were in the hands of a crowd of ad- 
;mirers who could not stop from following him. 

The cowboys had their fires burning and were preparing. 

dinner when he got back. 

“Well, boys,” said Wild, “I guess everything is lovely, 
and we'll have a good time at the wedding to-night. You 
can figure on it, anyhow, and [ll guarantee that if you 
don’t I’ll be one of the most surprised fellows in creation.” 

“What happened, anyhow, Wild?” asked Cheyenne 


Charlie, who was anxious to hear how our hero made out 
on his visit to the sheriff. | 


. Wild told them. 
“You had two hitches at it, then?” observed Captain 
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Darling of the cavalry. “Well, I must say that beat any- 
thing I ever heard of.” | 

“Never mind about that,” was the laughing retort. 
“When I get started I can’t help it.” 

“An’ ther fun of it is, he never gits started unless he’s in 
ther right,” spoke up Cheyenne Charlie. 

“Of eourse not,” said the captain. “That makes it all 
the better.” 


“Well, we’d better think about getting ready for the 
wedding to-night,” observed our hero, after a pause. 
“Willis has left it to me to give out the invitations, and I 
hereby invite all the cowboys in my band and all the 
troopers, from Captain Darling down. I want you all to 
look as spruce as you can, and if you don’t have a good 
time it won’t be my fault. I will go down to the hotel 
presently and have the landlord fix up something in the 
way of refreshments. I meant to give him the order when 
I was there before dinner, but the meeting with Dick 
Doolittle’s brother and the other bad man made me forget 
it, I guess. Willis, you can go to your sweetheart’s house 


whenever youre ready, but be sure that you don’t say any- 


thing about what I told you until I come. 
stand?” 

“Vas.” 

It was about an hour later when Willis mounted his 
horse to ride over to the home of his.intended wife. 

“Will you—er—see—about ther minister, Mr. West?” 
he asked, blushingly. — 

“Oh, V’ve already sent word to him,” was the laughing 
retort. ‘Or the sheriff did for me, rather. But you can 
bet that I’ll see to it that he gets there, even if I have to 
carry him. Just go on, now, and don’t worry about the 
minister, or Dick Doolittle, either.” 

“T ain’t worryin’, sir.” 

Willis rode off and a little later Wild called Charlie and 
Jim and Sam Spud and said: 

“Now, we will be the committee to look after things. 
We will go down to the hotel and stop at the min- 
ister’s on the way.” 


Do you under- 


The four mounted their horses and rode off. 

Wild had no difficulty in learning where the clergyman 
lived, and when he knocked at the door the good man came 
in answer to the summons himself. | 

When he heard what this young visitor wanted he as- 
sured him that he had promised the sheriff that he would 
be on hand punctually at eight. 

“TY trust that there will be no trouble there,” he re- 
“The sheriff told me that the rioters had settled 
down, and that all was quiet.” ’ 

“There will be no trouble, sir,” said Wild. ‘There 
may be just the least flutter of excitement for a few min- 
utes, but you must not mind that. It will be all right, 
and there will be no one hurt there.” 

“Are you the young man who is going to wed the daugh- 
ter of Mr. Pett, sir?” 

“No, sir,” was the smiling reply. 
enough to think of marrying yet. 


“T am hardly old 
I am only a boy. I 
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think a fellow should be past twenty-one before he takes 


a wife, and when I do take one it will be in my own town, 
Weston, where I have as pretty and true a sweetheart as 
ever lived.” 


They passed a few more words and then Wild joined his 
companions and rode on down to the hotel. , 

He found a good-sized crowd there, and when the men 
saw him they broke into a cheer. 

Someone shouted three cheers for Young Wild West and 
his cowboy band, and they were given with a will. 

Then our hero had a talk with the proprietor, and the 
result was that he arranged for the wedding guests to have 
all they could eat and drink after the marriage was over. 

Wild had a way of knowing just how to do things, so he 
joined in with his partiaers and gave the landlord a lift in 
making preparations. . 


It was supper-time when they got back to the camp, but 


he advised the men to dispense with that meal and make 
up for it at the feast. 





CHAPTER XII. 
CONCLUSION. 


Dick Doolittle and his two chums in crime remained 
pretty close in the camp of the redskins all day. 


They had arranged with the chief to buy four horses, — | 


and had paid half the money over to him. 


The balance was to be handed over when they left that 4 


evening on their villainous errand. 
Doolittle was working a great game, so he thought. 


He meant that the kidnapping should be laid upon the i 


Indians, and the three were going to keep on their dis- 
guises until after they got well away from Deadwood. 

As soon as it was dark they took the three horses, paid 
over the balance of the money to the chief, and then set 
out by a roundabout way for the house where the wedding 
was to take place. 


It so happened that the night was a cloudy one, so they — 
managed to get close to the rear of the house, where there — 
was a clump of woods, without being perceived by any- | 


one. 


Then it seemed to the villainous trio that things could q 


not have worked any better. 


They crept up to the house and found a ladder there that 7 
some men had been using in repairing the structure from — 


the damage done it by the rioters. 


“This is fine,” whispered the leader of the three, as he 4 
took hold of the ladder and carefully shifted it to an open 


window on the upper floor. =~ 
Just then they heard the voice of a girl singing. 
‘It was the bride- to-be, and they knew it. 


Rags. 
*“T should reckon so!’ retorted Ike Boots. . 


{ : 6 \ > 4 =~" _~ y > « i‘ j “4 
ay Nil tae i Nil ei alll a ee 





PE SE ee 


Pee ey es 





YOUNG WILD WEST’S COWBOY BAND. 


a ae 





TT ST 


oN ever mind. She’s goin’ to be a bride, anyhow, fuck 
it may not be to-night,” said Dick Doolittle. 


“Who’s goin’ up there?” asked Rags, when the ladder 


was in readiness. 
“Me an’ Ike will go,” was the retort. “You wait here, 

an’ jest lay low if anyone comes out of ther back door. 
_ Ther weddin’ guests are beginnin’ to arrive, I kin see.” 
: Up the ladder went Doolittle and Boots. 

Two minutes later both were in the house, and the voice 

of the bride-to-be was still raised in song. 
: Once in the house the two scoundrels got ready for 
business. 3 
ft The door of the room adjoining them was ajar, and as 
_ there was a light in it, they were enabled to see two female 
figures walking back and forth. 
They listened, and soon came to the conclusion that they 
_ were mother and daughter. 
-. “JT guess we may as well act now,” whispered Dick Doo- 
‘little. “Be careful, now, an’ cover ther mouth of ther one 
you grab. It’s got to be done mighty quick, you know.” 

“All right,” replied Ike Boots. “I hope Young Wild 
West ain’t in ther house yet.” 
» Then the two, who looked for all the world like a couple 
; of Sioux Indians, crept to the door. 
They pushed it open slowly and found Mrs. Pett and her 
‘a daughter with their backs to them. 
_ . Then it was that they sprang forward to carry out the 
_ kidnapping scheme. 





mi 
_ “Hold up your hands, you scoundrels!” 


Fi _ The command rang out calm and clear, and then from 
i a behind a curtain Young Wild West and Mr. Pett stepped, 
~ each with a revolver in his hand. 

. Doolittle and Ike Boots were stricken temporarily dumb, 

e The sudden appearance of our hero was altogether too 

, much for them. 

Ht “Move one step and you will be dead men!” exclaimed 
Wild, smiling as though it was a great joke, but holding 
his shooter as firm as a rock. , 

; Up went the hands of the pair! 

They had played their last card and the game was lost. 
| Dick Doolittle realized it only too well. 

r He said not a word when Cheyenne Charlie and Willis, 

| 


7 
i 


_ the cowboy, stepped in and disarmed them. 
They were bound and then the sheriff was called. 

He came in grinning like a pleased child. 
“T reckon you won’t git away this time, gents,” he 
Y said. “I have got your partner downstairs waitin’ fur you. 
Rags tried to put up a fight when Jim Dart nailed him, but 
_ it was no use. He’s hard an’ fast. I guess we'll have a 
nice little hangin’ up at ther jail as soon as a jury kin be 
" got to convict you fellers. Somethin’ has got to be did to 

| _ set an example fur any future rioters, you know.” 

Half a dozen armed men left the house a few minutes 
later with the captives, and Young Wild West and his two 
| ners rode along with them to the jail. 

_ The disguised men were as meek as lambs and began to 
plead when the jail ¢ came in sight. | 
By 
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They had made their beds and now they had to lie in 
them. 

The sheriff took good care to place them in the strong- 
room this time himself, removing the two rascally guards 
to another apartment. 

Then, with a strong guard over them, the prisoners 
were left to meditate over the fate that was in store for 
them. 


Young Wild West led the way back to the house and 
found the clergyman ready to: begin the ceremony that 
was to make Willis and pretty Tillie Pett man and wife. 

The marriage ceremony was a rather short one, because 
all hands were anxious to see it over with. 

Then congratulations followed, after which the refresh- 
ments from the hotel began to arrive. 

A wedding in the Wild West is generally a 
affair. 


very lively 


And so was this one, though nothing out of the way 
was said or done by the rough, honest men who had gath- 
ered there. 

The cowboy band supplied music for dancing and the 
festivities were kept up till daylight. 

Though Willis was the best man there, Young Wild 
West was the central figure. 

He handled the affair in such a masterly way that noth- 
ing but praise came to him from every side. 

"The cowboy band was feted by everyone, it seemed, and 
when the wedding celebration broke up some of the men 
were a little the worse for wear. ; 

In accordance with the custom in the West, they had 
imbibed a little too much firewater. : 

But they retained their good nature hori it all, so 
there was no trouble over it. 

ft was time to get up when our friends sought their 
sleeping quarters, and when they did come around for their 
breakfast it was noon. 


Young Wild West found the sheriff waiting for him at 
the office of Dave Libby, the stockman. 

“Mornin’, Wild!” he called out. “I’ve got an awful 
head on me, but I’m able to do business, fur all that.” 

“Well, I must say that I feel as well as I ever did in 
my life,” retorted our hero. “You see, I never drink any-- 
thing strong, and that probably accounts for it.” 

“T reckon it does, my boy. But never mind.. I knowed 
how I’d feel when I was celebratin’, so it’s no one’s fault 
but my own. I was jest over to ther jail an’ found that 
ther prisoners are all right. Ther feller what got hit by 
ther bullet one of ther guards fired at you was there, an’ he 
wants me to let ther rascal go. What do you think about 
ire 

“Well, I am satisfied, 
hurt; not I.” 

“Tt has been left to me by ther town officials to use my 
own judgment about punishin’ them two fellers fur lettin’ 
Dick Doolittle an’ his pals out of jail. Some seems to 
think that they oughter be let go now. We’ve got ther 
ones they did let out, you know.” 


if he is. He is the one who got 
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them go.” 


do let ’em go, it may do ’em some good?” 
“Certainly I will. 
eat.” 


Something less than an hour later Y 
and his cowboy band rode over to the jail. 


be let go or not. ° 


little square in front of the jail building. 


up to meet what was coming. 


Wild, addressing them. 
and I know it. 


_ you go free.” 


waited till it subsided. 
Then he continued: 


let your desire for money get the best of you. 
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future.” 


tears in their eyes the two men thanked the boy. 
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but still feeling ashamed of the part they played. 


i bp you go, Wild?” asked the sheriff. 
: “Well, yes,” was the reply. 
i thing to Dick Doolittle.” 


They went inside the jail, and the next minute our hero 


; was looking through the bars at the villains. 


| now looked like themselves. 
1 


brought it all on yourselves. 
H in your behalf. The law must take its course.’ 


That was all our hero was going to say, but Dick Doo-| are always in print. 


little called him back. 


. “Tt was you and your cowboys what done it all, Young 
| “Don’t think that ’m| mail to FRANK TOUSEY, PUBLISHER, 24 UN = i 
he goin’ to squeal an’ beg fur mercy, fur Pve thought it over 
Tm goin’ to be 
I Leas you ¢ a order i return mail. — Ginn aren c tall 


hen Wild West, ” he said, hoarsely. 


et 3 an’ know there ain’t none comin’ to me. 
strung up, but they'll find me game to ther last. 
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A big crowd had.gathered there, as the sheriff had given 
it out that Wild was coming there to pass judgment as to 
whether the two men who had betrayed their trust should 


Their appearance was greeted with resounding cheers. 
In a few minutes the two men were brought out in the 


“T don’t suppose you two fellows feel very good,” said 
“You are ashamed of yourselves, 
I am satisfied that neither of you woul 
try to shoot me again, so I have advised the sheriff to let 


F out to learn what the trouble was. ai 
“Say, you measly coyote with ther copper skin,” said 


There was a cheer from the crowd at this and Wild 


“T want to give you a little advice before you go. © 
this: Be honest in everything you do hereafter and never 
Now, IL be- 
lieve you have both got families, so go home to them and! ¢,. home. 
tell your wives that you are going to be real men in the 


es ' The cheering was greater than ever at this, and with partners returned to Weston. 


Hh “Do you want to have a look at ther prisoners afore 


““T would like to tell some- 


th The Indians togs had been taken from the man they 


“Well, gentlemen, I am sorry to see any human being 
‘in such a plight as you are, but I must say that you 
I am not going . interfere 


BAND. 








_ “Well, if the officials are satisfied and the man who got |you’ll die ther same way fur meddlin’ with me, that’s all 
shot in the shoulder wants it, if I were you I would let|ther harm I wish you!” 


“All right, Mr. Doolittle,” was the reply. “But ‘your 


“Will you come down an’ say a few words to ’em afore I |hopes won’t come true, I am afraid. Never mind about 


me; just make yourself ready for what is before you. I 


Just wait till I have something to couldn't help you if I wanted to.” 


That was the last our friends ever saw of the three, but 


oung Wild West they learned later that they were punished in accordance 


with the custom of the town. 
As they were about to leave the jail Chey enne Charlie 
rode up to Wild and said: 


“Don’t you think them Injuns ought to be given two — 
hours to git away from Deadwood?” , 

“T do,” was the answer. 
thinks about it. 
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“Tl ask the sheriff what he zi: 


He did ask him, and received the ‘aeiurance that such # ia 


“Let me do ther talkin’, will you?” queried the scout. 
“Sartin. Come on over to ther camp.” 
They all rode over and soon reached the Indian camp. 


They looked sick enough, but when they saw the kindly | CUTS W ould be taken without delay. Dl 
eyes of Young Wild West turned upon them they braced 


The redskins seemed surprised and Yellow Arm came 
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Cheyenne Charlie, “I’ve been delegated by ther sheriff to it 


tell you that, unless you git away from this here town in 
two hours, somethin’ will happen to you. 
whole gang together an’ light out!” 


= 
\\nne, 


Now, git your — 4 


oe 


“Ugh!” was the reply. a 
But an hour later the Indians were gone. VS 


Young Wild West and his cowboy band remained in. 
| Deadwood until the first of the week and then they set out 


The cowboys went to Roaring Ranch, the bride of Wit 
lis accompanying them, and Young Wild West and his twor 


But they had enjoyed their trip, and there are many 


Then they went on their way rejoicing in their liberty,| ~15 have not forgotten to this day the tune they played ; 


in Deadwood. 


THE END. 
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210 Fred Fearnot on the Stump; or, Backing an Old Veteran. 261 Fred Fearnot’s Gold Hunt; or, The Boy Trappers of Goose Lake. 
211 Fred Fearnot’s New Trouble; or, Up Against a Monopoly. 262 Fred Fearnot and the Ranch Boy; or, Lively Times with the 
212 Fred Fearnot as Marshal; or, Commanding the Peace. Broncho Busters. 


cae Badger. Game. 
214 Fred learnot and the Miners; or, The Trouble At Coppertown. |264 Fred Fearnot and the Firebugs; or, Saving a City. 


215 Fred Fearnot and the “Blind Tigers’; or, More Ways Than One. | 265 Fred Fearnot in the Lumb ; : & 
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Bi Coppertown. 266 Fred Fearnot and the Orphan; or, The Luck of a Plucky Boy. 
217 Fred Fearnot Snow Bound; or, Fun with Pericles Smith. 267 Fred Fearnot at Forty Mile Creek; or, Knocking About in the 
218 Fred Fearnot’s Great Fire Fight; or, Rescuing a Prairie School. West. 
219 Fred Fearnot in New Orleans; or, Up Against the Mafia. 268 Fred Fearnot and the Boy Speculator; or, From a Dollar to a 
220 Fred Fearnot and the Haunted House; or, Unraveling a Great Million. 

Mystery 269 Fred Fearnot’s Canoe Club; or, A Trip on the Mississippi. 


(221 ee ernct on the Mississippi; or, The Blackleg’s Murderous] 979 Fred Fearnot and the Errand Boy. or, Bound to Make Money. 
; : Buh: 271 Fred Fearnot’s Cowboy Guide; or, The Perils of Death Valley. 
222 Fred Fearnot’s Wolf Hunt; or, A Battle for Life in the Dark. , “il? : 
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224 Fred Fearnot in Mexico; or, Fighting the Revolutionists. : - S 
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2 ( s ”. fork. 
aoe and “Mr. Jones”; or, The Insurance Man in| 977 preg Fearnot Among the Rustlers; or, The “Bad” Men of Bald 
) Fred Fearnot’s Big Gift; or, A Week at Old Avon. Mountain. } 
Fred Fearnot and the “Witch”; or, Exposing an Old Fraud. 278 Fred Fearnot and His Dog; or, The Boy Who Ran for Congress. 
Fred Fearnot’s Birthday; or, A Big Time at New Era. 279 Fred Fearnot on the Plains; or, Trimming the Cowboys. 
Fred Fearnot and the Sioux Chief; or, Searching for a Lost | 780 F — Fearnot and the Stolen Claim; or, Rounding Up the Gulch 
Girl ang. 


Fred Fearnot’s Mortal Enemy ; or, The Man on the Black Horse. 281 Fred Fearnot’s Boy; or, Selling Tips on Shares. 
Fred Fearnot at Canyon Coxtio: or, Entertaining His Friends. 282 Fred Fearnot and the Girl Ranch Owner, And How She Held Her 


Fred Fearnot and the Commanche; or, Teaching’ a Redskin a Own. 


Lesson. 283 Fred Fearnot’s Newsboy Friend; or, A Hero in Rags. 
Fred Fearnot Suspected; or, Trailed by a Treasury Sleuth. 284 Fred Fearnot in the Gold Fields; or, Exposing the Claim “Salt- 
“Fred Fearnot and the Promoter ; or, Breaking Up a Big Scheme. ers.” 
Fred Fearnot and “Old Grizzly”; or, The Man Who Didn’t Know. | 285 Fred Fearnot and the Office Boy; or, Bound to be the Boss. 
Fred Fearnot’s Rough Riders: or, Driving Out the Squatters. 286 Fred Fearnot after the Moonshiners; or, The ‘“‘Bad’’ Men of Ken- 
Fred Fearnot and the Black Fiend; or, Putting Down a Riot. tucky. 
Fred Fearnot in Tennessee; or, The Demon of the Mountains. 287 Fred Fearnot and the Little Drummer; or, The Boy who Feared 
242 Fred Fearnot and the ‘Terror’; or, Calling Down a Bad Man. Nobody. 
2443 Fred Fearnot in West Virginia; or, Helping the Revenue Agents, | 288 Fred Fearnot and the Broker’s Boy; or, Working the Stock 
: Fred Fearnot and His Athletes; or, A Great Charity Tour. Market. 
Fred Fearnot’s Strange Adventure; or, The Queer Old Man of the | 289 Fred Fearnot and the Boy Teamster; or, The Lad Who Bluffed Him. 
Mountain. 290 Fred Fearnot and the Magician. and How he Spoiled His Magic. 


Fred Fearnot and the League; or, Up Against a Bad Lot. 
Fred Fearnot’s Wonderful Race; or, Beating a Horse on Foot. 


__ For Sale by All Newsdealers, or will be Sent to Any Address on Receipt of Price, 5 Cents per Copy, by 
FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York 











IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS | 


of our Libraries and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Cut out and fill 
in the following Order Blank and send it to us with the price of the books you want and we will send them to you by re- 
turn mail. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. 


-* 
Beet eoeeeereeeeeeoeeeeeeeeeveaoseeeseseeeeeeeeeneeeeeesrt PF eeeeeeeseee sees eeeseesoeeeeeseeseroseseseenoeeeesesa 


FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York. sir sera oinlashihra Walaa o ewidl camtecane ae ane 

F. t Dear Str—Enclosed find. . ... cents for which please send me: | | 
ee ee WOLEKAAIN TD WENO 05: tury 57 cGhhe auib tia iss violetn ee sis vis so ca Lalas eee eo Mode) omadaleme 
SW LED WMD WIR ISY INGE ccs evs ads baie oe enabled che sie Ban'e's J baw aride bee vbadbar some 
See 1 PRANK READE WHERUY | MOG C5 sis) eadiinibens bw cee adald nbin ob Uiiey 00 oa toe wicpellden eye OM 








ECR. ANI) SOC ie, SOR oo, ca aaly s pak yible we Whig slash ae di Na aod dleve s cane tete suis 
oa... % “ SECRET SERVICE, ‘Nos.......50...5 
i. SCs TL TU ty eee OP. ey IRR ae eet ie ns cary akin AN ornt db apsl aun Sil clelb dis deal elon ecaon 
ee. heneGent- Band Books, + INOG 6. occas! ele sew Qew vane aten cg s aaa Ves wee e es we 4450 oe albre ome’d Clee Swe 
DON vi kano acsiaieie's 6019.0 «a vo '9'3 him « ODOC BROS INOS 6.5 5 sin ohh Goh Sus Micah OWING win da ial ne HALO Meals g 5 van gua pega mah 


n 
n~ 
nn 


n~ 
nw 
n 


a 
BET 
BTS? ke 
\ ; : 
OO ae i : J | 
‘ fs et : “ 

ti Te wer 7 ' ‘% 


213 Fred Fearnot and “Wally”; or, The Good Natured Bully of | 263 Fred Fearnot after the Sharpers; or, Exposing a Desperate 


5 #4 \ ts Me rio : ; - Ji 
ra (ho a Medal.» . { : * ‘ ; ' ; ‘ oJ 7 v all Sel ee |! 7 a WO 8s A DA tie 8 
ae or ley Bit ids Ae dtl el ad Pale a 4 Molt sw Ne i ee os i >? eS a a | | Cl a Lal A bs * in ark & oe ee a! ia) BR ee a ee all ill a 72> a a ail lal oA a i sik Molin ci 





at 


Tonio Weekly—By Subscriptun $2. 50 per year Entered as Biekd. Class Matter at the rei York Post Office. Mita 4, 1901, by Frank Tiel 


No. 183, NEW ‘YORK, JULY 1, 1904. Price 5 Cents, 


cz : i 
OR TH THE BRITISH MESSENGER . 


RL MULKE; 


x AS 
WSR 
1B 


owns = NNW eee OO) STN a 
OWN SIN cetaaitis = fe aw 


ey: PEMA 








HE LIBERTY 





BOYS OF 76. 


A Weekly Magazine containing Stories of the American Revolution. 



































a These stories are based on 


for the sake of helping alon 
Every number will consist o 


108 


109 
110 


iil 
‘12 
fis 

114 
i fa ? 6 
— 117 
118 
) (119 


LATEST ISSUES: 


ane PARCELS Boys’ Surprise; or, Not Just What They Were Look- 

ng For. 

The Liberty Boys’ Treasure; or, A Lucky Find. 

The Liberty Boys in Trouble; or, A Bad Run of Luck. 

The Liberty Boys’ Jubilee; or, A Great Day for the Great Cause 

The Liberty Boys Cornered; or, “Which Way Shall We Turn?’ 

Pre noes Boys at Valley Forge; or, Enduring Terrible Hard- 
ships. 


The Liberty Boys Missing; or, Lost in the one 
The Liberty Boys’ Wager, And How They Won It. 
The Liberty Boys Deceived; or, Tricked but Not Beaten. 
The Liberty Boys and the Dwarf; or, A Dangerous Enemy. 
The Liberty Boys’ Dead-Shots; or, The Deadly Twelve. 
The Liberty Boys’ League; or, The Country Boys Who Helped. 
120 The Liberty Boys’ Neatest Trick; or, How the Redcoats were 
a Fooled. 
BS 21 The Liberty Boys Stranded; or, Afoot in the Enemy’s Country. 
122 rs Liberty Boys in the Saddle; or, Lively Work for Liberty's 
. ause. 
The Liberty Boys’ Bonanza; or, Taking Toll from the Tories. 
The Liberty Boys at Saratoga; or, The Surrender of Burgoyne. 
The Liberty Boys and “Old Put.’’; or The Escape at Horseneck. 
The Liberty Boys Bugle Call; or, The Plot to Poison Washington. 
127 The Liberty Boys and ‘‘Queen Hsther’; or, The Wyoming Valley 
As, Massacre. 
128 The Liberty Boys’ Horse Guard; or, On the High Hills of Santee. 
129 The Liberty Boys and Aaron Burr; or, Battling for Independ- 
ence. 





an } 
180 The Liberty Boys and the “Swamp Fox": or, Helping Marion. 

1381 The Liberty Boys and Ethan Allen; or, Old and Young Veterans. 
132 The aetey Boys and the King’s Spy; or, Diamond Cut Dia- 
Pay mond. 

183 The Liberty Boys’ Bayonet Charge; or, The Siege of Yorktown. 
134 The Liberty Boys and Paul Jones; or, The Martyrs of the Prison 


SH, Ships. 
y 185 ise Liberty Boys at Bowling Green; or, Smashing the King’s 
ah) tatue. 
~ 1.68-‘he Liberty Boys and Nathan Hale; or, The Brave Patriot Spy. 
7187 The Liberty Boys’ “Minute Men’’; or, The, Battle of the Cow 
hee Pens. 
88 The Liberty Boys and the Traitor; or, How They Handled Him. 
The Liberty Boys at Yellow Creek; or, Routing the Redcoats. 
(0 The Liberty Boys and General Greene; or, Chasing Cornwallis. 
941 The Liberty Boys in Richmond; or, Fighting Traitor Arnold. 
| 142 The Liberty Boys and the Terrible Tory; or, Beating a Bad 


Man. 
48 The Liberty Boys’ Sword-Fight; or, Winning with the Enemy’s 
Weapons. 
The Liberty Boys in Georgia; or, Lively Times Down South. 
yy ‘The Liberty Boys’ Greatest Triumph; or, The March to Victory. 
146 The Liberty Boys and the Quaker Spy; or, Two of a Kind. 


FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 


account of the exciting adventures of a brave ban 
youths who were always ready and willing to imperil their lives 
the gallant cause of Independence. 
32 large pages of reading matter, 
bound in a beautiful colored cover. | 
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Boys in Florida; or, Fighting Prevost’s Army. 

Boys’ Last Chance: or, Making the Best of It. 

Boys’ Sharpshooters; or, The Battle of the Kegs. 

Boys on Guard; or, Watching the Enemy. 

Boys’ Strange Guide; or, the Mysterious Maiden. . 

Boys in the Mountains; or, Among Rough People. 

i Boys’ Retreat; or, in the Shades of Death. 

The Liberty Boys and the Fire Fiend; or, A New Kind of Battle. 

The Liberty Boys in Quakertown; or, Making Things Lively in 
Philadelphia. 

The Liberty Boys and the Gypsies; or, A Wonderful Surprise. 

The Liberty Boys’ Flying Artillery; or “Liberty or Death.” 

The Liberty Boys Against the Red Demons; or, Fighting the In- 
dian Raiders. 


The Liberty Boys’ Gunners; or, The Bombardment of Monmouth. 
oe ata Boys and Lafayette; or, Helping the Young French 
eneral. 


The Liberty Boys’ Grit; or, The Bravest of the Brave. ae 

The re eney Boys at West Point; or, Helping to Watch the: Red- 
coats. ” ms 

The Liberty Boys’ Terrible Tussle; or, Fighting to a Finish. 

The Liberty Boys and “Light Horse Harry’’; or, Chasing’ the 
British Dragoons. 

The Liberty Boys in Camp; or, Working for Washington. 

>} The Liberty Boys and Mute Mart; or, The Deaf and Dumb Spy. 

anc Liberty Boys at Trenton; or, The Greatest Christmas ever 

nown. 
an Liberty Boys and General Gates; or, The Disaster at Cam- 
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en. ; 
a Liberty Boys at Brandywine; or, Fighting Fiercely for Free- 


om. 
The Liberty Boys’ Hot Campaign; or, The Warmest Work on 
Record. 


cruits. 
The Liberty Boys’ Fierce Finish; or, Holding Out to the End. 
The Liberty Boys at Forty Fort; or, The Battle of Pocono 
Mountain. 
The Liberty Boys as Swamp Rats; 
Worried. 
The Liberty Boys’ Death March; or, The Girl of the Regiment. 
The Liberty Boys’ Only Surrender, And Why it was Done, — 
The Liberty Boys and Flora McDonald; or, After the Hessians. 
The Liberty Boys’ Drum Corps; or, Fighting for the Starry Flag. 
The Liberty Boys and the Gun Maker; or, The Battle of Stony 


Point. 
The Liberty Boys as Night Owls; or, Great Work after Dark. 


The Liberty Boys and the Girl Spy; or, Fighting Tryon’s Raiders, 

The Liberty Boys’ Masked Battery; or, The Burning of Kingston. 

The Liberty Boys and Major Andre; or, Trapping the British 
senger. 

The Liberty Boys in District 96; or, Surrounded by Redcoats. 


or, Keeping the Redcoats 
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FRANK READE WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 


Containing Stories of Adventures on Land, Sea, and in the Air. 


Bw “NON AME.” 
EACH NUMBER IN A HANDSOMELY ILLUMINATED COVER. 


A 32-PAGE BOOK FOR FIVE CENTS. 


All our readers know Frank Reade, Jr., the greatest inventor of the age, and his two fun-loving chums, Barney 
The stories published in this magazine contain a true account of the wonderful and exciting 
adventures of the famous inventor, with his marvellous flying machines, electrical overland engines, and his extra- 
Tell your newsdealer to get you a copy. 


and Pomp. 


ordinary submarine boats. 


LATEST ISSUES. 


27 The Black Range; or, Frank Reade, Jr., Among the Cowboys with 
His Electric Caravan. 

28 Over the Andes with Frank Reade, Jr.,; 
Wild Adventures in Peru. 

29 Frank Reade, Jr., Exploring a Submarine Mountain; or, Lost at the 
Bottom of the Sea. 

30 Adrift in Africa; or, Frank Reade, Jr., Among the Ivory Hunters 

with His New Electric Wagon. 

31 Ve seaee Jr..s Search for a Lost Man in His Latest Air 

onder 
o2 Frank Reade, Jr.'s Search for the Sea Serpent; or, Six Thousand 


Miles Under the Sea. 
33 Frank Reade, Jr.’s Prairie Whirlwind; or, The Mystery of the 
Miles; 


in His New Air-Ship; or, 


Hidden Canyon. 

34 Around the Horizon for Ten Thousand 
Jr..s Most Wonderful Trip. 

35 Lost in the Atlantic Valley; 
der, the “Dart.” 

36 Frank Reade, Jr.'s Desert Explorer; 
of the Sahara. 


or, Frank Reade, 
or, Frank Reade, Jr., and his Won- 
or, The Underground City 


Jr..s Great 
Trip with the “Scud.” 

88 Under the Amazon for a Thousand Miles. 

39 Frank Reade, Jr.’s Clipper of the Prairie; 
in the Southwest. 

40 The Chase of a Comet; or, Frank Reade, Jr.’s Aerial Trip with 
the ‘Flash.’ 

41 Across the Frozen Sea; 


or, Fighting the Apaches 


or, Frank Reade Jr.’s Electric Snow Cut- 


ter 

42 rank Reade Jr.'s Electric Buckboard ; or, Thrilling Adventures in 
North Australia. 

43 Around the Arctie Circle; 
With His Air Ship. 

44 Frank Reade Jr.’s Search for the Silver Whale; or, Under the 
Ocean in the Blectric “Dolphin.” 

45 yi ae Reade. Jr., and His Electric Car; or, Outwitting a Desperate 

ang. 

46 To the End of the Earth; 
Flight. 

47 The Missing Island; or, Frank Reade Jr.’s Voyage Under the Sea. 
48 Frank Reade, Jr., in Central India; or, the Search for the Lost 
Savants. e 

49 Frank Reade, Jr. Fighting the Terror of the Coast. 

50-100 Miles Below the Surface of the Sea; or, The Marvelous Trip 
of Frank Reade, Jr. 

51 Abandoned in Alaska: or, Frank Reade, Jr.’s Thrilling Search for 
a Lost Gold Claim. 


or, Frank Reade Jr.'s Famous Flight 


or, Frank Reade Jr.’s Great Mid-Air 


52 Frank Reade, Jr.'s Twenty-Five Thousand Mile Trip in the Air. | 
53 Under the Yellow Sea; or, Frank Reade, Jr.’s Search for the Cave | 


of Pearls. 
54 From the Nile to the Niger; 


or, Frank Reade, Jr. 
Soudan. 
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The Electric Island; or, Frank Reade, Jr.’s Search for the Greatest — 
Wonder on Earth. 
The Underground Sea; or, Frank Reade, Jr.’s Subterranean Cruise. 
From Tropic to Tropic; or, Frank Reade, Jr.'s Tour With His 
Bicycle Car. : 
Lost in a Comet’s Tail; or, Frank Reade, Jr.’s Strange Adven- — 
ture With His Air-ship. 
Under Four Oceans ; or, Frank Reade, Jr.'s Submarine Chase of — 
a “Sea Devil.” 
The. Mysterious Mirage; or, Frank Reade, Jr.’s Desert Search for 
a Secret City. 
Latitude 90 Degrees; or, Frank Reade, Jr..s Most Wonderful Mid. 
Air Flight. 
Lost in the Great Undertow: or, 
Cruise in the Gulf Stream. 


Frank Reade, Jr.'s Submarine | 


Car. 

Over Two Continents; or, 
Flight. 

Under the Equator; or, 
Voyage. 

Astray in the Selvas: or, The Wild Experiences of Frank Readesl 
Jr., in South America. 

In the Wild Man’s Land; or, With Frank Reade, Jr., 
of Australia. 

From Coast to Coast; or, Frank Reade, Jr.’s Trip Across Africa. — 

Beyond the Gold Coast : or, Frank Reade, Jr..s Overland Trip. | 

a yi Earth; or, F rank Reade, Jr.’ Ss Latest Trip with His New 

ir ip. 


Six Weeks Buried in.a Deep Sea Cave ; or, Frank Reade, Jr.’s Great 
Submarine Search. 
Across the Desert of Fire; or, Frank Reade, Jr.’s Marvelous Trig ) 
in a Strange Country. 
The Transient Lake; or, Frank Reade, Jr.’s Adventures in a Mys- 
terious Country. 


The Galleon’s Gold; or, Frank Reade, Jr..s Deep Sea Search. Wy 
The Lost Caravan; or, Frank Reade, Jr., on the Staked Plains. 
Adrift in Asia With Frank Reade, Jr. r 
Under the Indian Ocean With Frank Reade, Jr. aa 
Along the Orinoco; or, With Frank Reade, Jr., in Venezuela. 7 
The Lost Navigators ; or, Frank Reade, Jr.’s Mid-Air Search... 4 
Six Sunken Pirates: or, Frank Reade, Jr.’s Marvelous Adventus - 
in the Deep Sea. 
The Island in The Air; or, Frank Reade, J r.’s Trip to the Tropics. 
In White Latitudes: or, Frank Reade, Jr.’s Ten ‘Thousand Mile Flight, q 
Afloat in a Sunken Forest¢ or, Frank Reade, Jr.’3s Submarine Cruise. 
The Sa Country; or, Frank Reade, J r., Exploring a New Conti- 
nen 
Over the Orient; or, Frank Reade, Jr.’s Travels in Turkey. a4 
The Corral Labyrinth; or, Frank Reade, Jr., Lost i in a Deep Sea Cave. — 
Go the Tropics; or, Frank Reade, Jr.’s Adventures in the Gre n 
1aco, a 
The White Desert; or, Frank Reade, Jr.’s Trip to the Land of Tombs, 


Frank Reade, Jr.’s Long Distance ‘ 


Wrank. Reade, Jr.’s Greatest Submanaiam 
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32 PAGES. 





A Magazine Containing Stories, Sketches, ete., of Western Life. 
BY AN OLD SCOUT. 


PRICE 5 CENTS. 


32 PAGES. - 


EACH NUMBER IN A HANDSOME COLORED COVER. 


All of these exciting stories are founded on facts. 


“ 


Young Wild West is a hero with whom the author was 


acquainted. His daring deeds and thrilling adventures have never been surpassed. They form the base of the 
most dashing stories ever published. 


FOR SALE BY ALL NEWSDEALERS. OR WILL BE SENT TO ANY ADDRESS > 


Read the following numbers of this most interesting 
LATEST ISSUES: 
Young Wild West Running the Gantlet; or, The Pawnee Chief's | 


Last Shot. 
Young Wild West and the Cowboys; or, A Hot Time on the 
The Rose Bud of the 


64 

65 

Prairie. 66 

Young Wild West's Rough Riders; 
Rockies. 


=oNee Wild West’s Dash for Life; A Ride that Saved a 
own. 

Young Wild West’s Big Pan Out; or, The Battle for a Silver Mine. 
Young Wild West and the Charmed Arrow; or, The White Lily of 


the Kiowas. 
Round Up; Ranch 


Young Wild West’s Great 
Raiders. es 

Young Wild West’s Rifle Rangers; or, Trailing a Bandit King. 

Young Wild West and the Russian Duke; or, A Lively Time on 
Mountain and Plain. 

Young Wild West on the Rio Grande; or, Trapping the Mexican 
Coiners. 

Young Wild West and Sitting Bull; or, Saving a Troop of Cavalry. 

Young Wild West and the Texas Trailers; or, Roping in the Horse 
Thieves. 

Young Wild West’s Whirlwind Riders; or, Chasing the Border 
Thugs. 

Young Wild West 

Young Wild West 
Man’s Bullet. 

Young Wild West 
of Bullet Bar. 

Young Wild West 


Town. 
Young Wild West 
Man’s Ranch. 
Young Wild West 
Desert. 
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